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FOREWORD 


One of the first questions asked by almost every Japanese I 
met who spoke English was, ‘What does America think of 
Japan?” If I had answered frankly I should have said that 
America was not thinking of Japan at all — was almost en- 
tirely unfamiliar with the facts of Japanese culture, institu- 
tions and history, and indifferent about them. This funda- 
mental indifference lasted almost up to the moment of 
Pearl Harbor. 

There had seemed to be no reason for us to interest our- 
selves in the Japanese. We assumed that their ancient civili- 
zation was being rapidly replaced by a civilization similar to 
our own. Whenever we thought about it at all we were in- 
clined to feel that, within the limits of their resources and 
ability, they had done rather well with this civilization. We 
kept on thinking so, despite occasional qualms and questions, 
almost up to the moment of Pearl Harbor. 

This book has been a long time in the making. It is not 
easy to write about a people toward whom one^s friends, 
neighbors and fellow-countrymen are largely indifferent or 
antagonistic, unless the intention is wholesale condemnation, 
and such was not my intention. My intention was to set down 
as accurately as possible what I saw and heard while living 
in Japan, hoping to have a record of how the Japanese 
actually live their day-by-day round j since, however, there 
is almost nothing that the Japanese do today that does not 
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have some political implication, a setting-down of their daily 
activities inevitably leads to politics and international re- 
lations. 

It is difficult for an American to write intelligibly of Japan. 
Everything about the Japanese dvilization is almost predsely 
opposite from oursj their institutions, customs, and ways of 
looking at everything are peculiar to them, so that even when 
they speak English they seem to be talking in a code, or some 
kind of double talk, which the American has difficulty in 
translating into sensible American. Yet it is necessary today, 
as perhaps never before, to understand something of what 
has been going on in Japan. It is no longer wise or possible 
to ignore the spedal civilizations of our neighbors, espedally 
those aspects of thdr dvilizations that seem to us merely 
“quaint and old-fashioned.” For one of the things Japan 
teaches us is that such “backward” civilizations can develop, 
under the spur of a partial industrialization, with almost 
fantastic rapidity. It teaches us also that, in a competitive 
world, such development is likely to take the direction, not 
toward liberal demoCTatic regimes, but toward totalitarian 
New Orders. 

The general application of this condusion is beyond the 
scope of this book. This volume is a personal record, with the 
emphasis on how the Japanese behave in their daily affairs. 
It is also, I believe, a sensible explanation of why they behave 
that way. It is, finally, a statement of part of the complex of 
forces that have driven the Japanese in their modem period 
to ruthless aggression. 

The possibility of World War II was dearly foreseen in 
Japan in 193J. Innumerable small events — both inside Japan, 
and in Europe and Asia— suggested the pressure of forces in 
motion more powerful than the leaders who must control or 
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gmde them. Such straws in the wind were visible in Japan, 
for throughout her modern period Japan has been in the 
center of the strains and stresses of power politics. America, 
however, powerful, wealthy, independent, and relatively iso- 
lated, could hope to escape the rising tide until it broke over 
into violence at Pearl Harbor. 

The lesson of Pearl Harbor would seem to be that today 
the world has grown so small that no nation, no matter how 
powerful or relatively isolated, can remain aloof from world 
movements. In such a world it is not enough to hate aggres- 
sors j it is necessary also to understand them. The peace that 
must follow this war will have to take into account the forces 
behind Japan^s aggressive drives, or it will only lead to new 
and more frightful Pearl Harbors. 


Towanda^ Pennsylvania 
May^ 1942 


H. M. 
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PROLOGUE 




The sea was flat and green, opaque as pewter. Shifting layers 
o£ mist muffled the shore in a curious green light. The small 
cargo boat, that had brought me to Japan, had just tied up 
to a buoy in Yokohama harbor j yet, as I stood at the rail, I 
saw no sign o£ life — ^nothing except a few motionless small 
vessels riding at anchor to suggest that we had reached land 
at last; nothing at all to remind me that this was port-of- 
entry to a great commercial city and capital of a Great Power. 

Instead, what came insistently to my mind was the descrip- 
tion, from Japanese mythology, of the creation of Japan — 
“What they beheld was a world not yet condensed, but 
looking like a sea of filmy fog, floating to and fro in the air.” 
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This is what a god and goddess saw as they stood on the 
“Floating Bridge of Heaven” before they had completed 
their task of giving birth to the islands of Japan. “A sea of 
filmy fog, floating to and fro in the air.” The phrase so accu- 
rately described what I saw before me that we might have 
dived back in time to the mythological age before the 
creation. 

As I stood looking at the mist-shrouded shore, thinking 
how strange it was that this port of a Great Power should 
so strongly suggest its national mythology, the higher mists 
suddenly split open to disclose, suspended high in the heavens, 
the black cone of Mt. Fuji. It was a startling apparition, that 
seemed to have no base, no contact with the earth, but was a 
peak only, fixed in the heavens apparently by some super- 
natural law. The sky behind it was gray, and the sharp peak 
emerging from the swirling mists that concealed its base 
seemed overwhelmingly close and gigantic, really awe- 
inspiring. 

This mountain is a goddess, worshipped yearly by thou- 
sands of white-robed pilgrims. It is also a symbol of home 
for all traveling Japanese. Fuji Sama, the goddess moun- 
tain, means Japan, the land of the gods, to the Japanese 
people. Amd here it was dominating this deserted harbor, that 
was also one of the two principal ports of the modern power 
Japan. 

Suddenly, I thought of New York as it had looked when 
we left our dock and headed for the Narrowsj the mass of 
skyscrapers towering toward the skyj the varied trafiic mov- 
ing under perfect control, crisscrossing the harbor^ the 
gigantic docks where the greatest liners could lie at easej and 
dominating it, the symbol that means home for the traveling 
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American — the Statue o£ Liberty — that means America, the 
land of the free, to the American people. 

How different these two harbors, and how different the 
symbols that dominate them. The port of New York gives 
entry into a man-made world, with the promise of freedom 
for the individual as its greatest value. The witness of that 
freedom is blazoned against the sky in those masses of steel 
and stone, is etched against the choppy waters in those ships 
bringing commerce from all over the world. It seems to tell 
the visitor that America is a nation created by men for the 
use of man. And what did this port of Yokohama tell the 
visitor? Japan is the land of the gods.” 

The mists were sweeping upward and the cone of Fuji 
Sama was vanishing from sight. A small launch nosed out of 
the mist and headed in our direction, bringing, I supposed, 
the port authorities. As I turned from the rail, I realized, 
with a sudden thrill of anticipation, that I would soon be 
disembarked in Japan, would soon be reunited with my friend 
Daphne, whom I had not seen for almost four years, and 
whom I was joining for a holiday. 

As I took my passport from my purse and headed toward 
the lounge, I was thinking that the American, in entering 
Japan, would be wise to discard his preconceived ideas and 
his own point of view, and try to understand, in its own 
terms, this strange country whose port-of-entry, at first 
sight, suggested nothing but the national mythology. 
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TOKyO 
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“Well, here you are! This is Nobu.” 

Daphne is so English. An intimate friend whom I had not 
seen for almost four years, and this was her welcome as I 
stepped up from the small launch that deposited me and my 
baggage on a Yokohama dock. 

It was fine to see Dee again. She looked, I thought, more 
English than I remembered — ^tall and blonde, her mouth 
humorous, her gray eyes tolerant — as always, brisk and de- 
pendable. Her companion, on the other hand, did not look 
espedally Japanese. He was a slim, rather professorial-look- 
ing gentleman wearing rimless spectacles} and a Western- 
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style suit of light gray flannel with matching socks and tie. 
I extended my hand, which he languidly accepted, but his 
eyes wandered away suggesting successfully that the best of 
him was occupied with much better affairs somewhere else. 
“Nobu came along to help with the customs,” Dee explained. 

She started off at once to lead me briskly down the quay 
and since the gentleman trailed well behind, I could ask, 
“Who is he.?” 

‘Wou know. IVe written you about him. Chiyo’s brother- 
in-law.” 

A sharp clang, almost at my ear, made me swerve sharply 
and the porters with my bags passed us riding in a little 
motorized truck, driving it fast, almost triumphantly, as 
though they were inordinately proud of their modern con- 
veyance. They were, however, the only sign of life. 

“Where are the rickshaws and kimonos?” I demanded. 

Dee turned into the customs shed. “They keep a few 
around and bring them out when the tourist ships come in,” 
she answered. “They can’t bother for a small freighter.” She 
pointed to a packing-case and suggested that I sit down. She 
chose another, too far away to talk easily. The gentleman 
remained some distance away, on the quay, gazing across the 
ocean. I unlocked my trunk, opened my bags, and sat down 
as directed. 

“Dozo.” A customs official in uniform had joined us. He 
bowed stiffly, said “Dozo” again, and went at my belongings, 
handling everything delicately, but missing nothing. In a few 
minutes, he had closed my trunks and one of my bags, had 
marked them with a bit of red chalk, bowed again and de- 
parted. 

“Well, that was easy,” I said to Dee. 

It was too easy. I was bending over to close my other bags 
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when a voice at my elbow said, “Please.” I straightened to 
find a young Japanese looking at me shyly through tortoise- 
shell rims. He wore a white shirt open at the throat, and 
white duck trousers. He was bare-footed. Although this cos- 
tume surprised me, it seemed very sensible; for although it 
was early June, the heat was oppressive and the atmosphere 
was weighted with some sickish-sweet odor that was suffo- 
cating. The young man explained apologetically, in halting 
English, that he must examine my books and papers. This he 
proceeded to do, examining with meticulous care every book 
and every scrap of writing, turning pages slowly, reading as 
he went. Time passed. I felt sure that I had nothing in my 
small library or my notes that even a Japanese would con- 
sider “dangerous thoughts,” and the long wait made me im- 
patient. When, however, I begged Dee to ask her friend to 
come in and try to speed things along, she merely shook her 
head and told me to be quiet and patient. 

It was finished at last. A delegation of three officials in 
uniform made a final inquiry about firearms and cigarettes. 
There were ceremonious bows of farewell. Porters piled my 
innocent luggage into a taxi that would take us to Dee’s home 
in Tokyo, Dee waved me in after it, and followed. 

During these activities. Dee’s companion had gradually 
approached nearer. Precisely as Dee took her place in the 
cab, he climbed in after her, and as the gears meshed 
smoothly and the taxi shot off, he settled down between us, 
emitting an explosive ... so evidendy an exclama- 

tion of satisfaction and relief that it seemed to confirm my 
suspicion that he had been avoiding us until he was quite sure 
that the customs official would not find any “dangerous 
thoughts” in my baggage. I was wondering if I might ask 
him about this when he turned to look at me. 
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am so glad to meet an American/’ he said. 

^^You’re to be exhibit A,” Dee explained. ^‘None of my 
Japanese friends has ever met an American. They’re con- 
sumed with curiosity.” 

^^I’m consumed with curiosity/’ I said. “I want to know 
what the customs official was looking for in my books and 
papers.” I turned to Nobu. ^Was it Communist propaganda, 
or what?” 

His expression, which had been both interested and 
friendly, changed sharply. I noticed his heavy-lidded eyes, 
his aquiline nose, and his full mobile lips as his face became 
cold and empty. There was a disagreeable moment of silence. 
Then he said, ^That is the sort of question in which I am 
not interested.” 

Because I felt uncomfortable and embarrassed, I persisted, 
^^And what are you interested in?” 

His face was expressionless. am interested in Art and 
Personality,” he said. 'T am interested in Time and Space.” 

Tactful Dee came to the rescue. She waved her hand to- 
ward the street along which our taxi was speeding at a nerve- 
racking pace, and asked if Japan looked familiar. I shook 
my head. She was referring to the fact that I had visited 
Japan briefly ten years earlier and had made this same trip 
from Yokohama to Tokyo- I had remembered the scene as 
predominantly rural. Now, however, there was a solid hud- 
dle of minute ramshackle one- and two-story frame build- 
ings with roofs of corrugated iron or tin, and in the back- 
ground an occasional factory chimney belching smoke. Trol- 
leys clanged by, clinging to overhead wires. There was noth- 
ing to assure me that I was in Japan, except an occasional 
shop sign in sprawling hieroglyphics, and the little people in 
kimonos dodging the traffic or pedaling bicycles. Everything 
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was gray, monotonous, squalid. “It’s not much like the Japan 
of the color prints, is it?” I said aloud. 

I turned toward the gentleman as I spoke. He frowned 
and his expression was arrogant. “This is not the real Japan,” 
he said. “We Japanese take from the West what we need. 
We keep for ourselves our special way where the West can- 
not follow. It is so.” 

The antagonism in his tone was disconcerting. I nodded 
and turned back to the window. He spoke again at once. 
‘What do you seek in Japan?” he asked. 

I hesitated, not knowing what sort of answer to make. 
He seemed so solemn, so almost portentous, with none of 
the light give-and-take an American expects in casual con- 
versation. I had collected in my mind all the things that 
Dee had written me about him, and thought I had him 
placed. He was married to the younger sister of Chiyo San, 
Dee’s most intimate Japanese friend, a woman who had been 
educated in England. Since Dee had come to Japan with 
Chiyo and had, for some time, lived with Chiyo’s family, 
Nobu was, of course, an old friend. He was. Dee had writ- 
ten, a professor in one of the few “progressive” schools in 
the country, and he was considered quite an intellectual, a 
man who had read widely in foreign literature and philos- 
ophy, and who, although he had never been out of Japan, 
prided himself on his cosmopolitanism. I had thought of him 
as the person most likely to help me understand his countiy 
in Western terms. Already, however, I was beginning to be 
somewhat doubtful of this. 

I told him that I was, like Dee, a writer and editor with 
foreign travel as a hobby. That I was taking a holiday from 
six years at an editorial desk in New York. That Dee had 
written me so much about the interest and beauty of Japan, 
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and had been so provocative in her letters, urging me to join 
her, that I finally decided to do so. I had always been inter- 
ested in the Far East, I told him, and had, ten years before, 
spent a year in China. At that time, I had had the usual tour- 
ist week or ten days in Japan, and had seen just enough of 
his beautiful country to make me long, some time, to return. 

My account seemed to please him, and I felt a lessening 
of the tension between us. “Sa!'* he said, “you think Japan 
is beautiful. It is so,” 

I turned back to the window without telling him that Dee 
had also written me that, if I wished to see a “controlled 
society” in action, I had better come to Japan which was the 
original model, perfect of its kind, and highly efficient. She 
had added that if I wished to see what the Japanese call the 
“real Japan” I must come at once, or it might be too late. 
This was 1935. Little enough was known in America about 
“controlled societies,” and an American, accustomed to the 
utmost in individual freedom, had some difficulty even in 
imderstanding what was meant by the term. The suggestion, 
however, that the “real Japan” might be vanishing did not 
seem absurd, as it would have ten years earlier. In the inter- 
val since 1925, when I first visited the Far East, the world 
had changed at an increasingly rapid pacej there had been 
a revolution in China j the Japanese had taken Manchuria 
and were steadily encroaching southward toward Peking; 
Hitler had come into power in Germany; Mussolini was 
threatening to extend civilization to Ethiopia; even America, 
free from the major problems that dogged the steps of less 
fortunate nations, had gone through the staggering blow of 
seeing her banks close. The tempo of change was everywhere 
accelerating at such a rate that there were today innumer- 
able places you must hurry to see for the last time. 
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The taxi rasped to a stop. Dee leaned over and for a 
moment put her hand lightly on my arm. “Here we are,” 
she said. 


2 

I climbed out of the taxi quickly, eager to see Dee’s home 
that I was to share with her during my stay in Japan. I saw 
a row of minute one- and two-story weatherbeaten gray frame 
structures ranged along a gray street under a gray sky. 
Directly befoi-e us there was an opening between two small 
shops, where a flight of stone steps led up to higher ground 
that made a terrace behind the small buildings fronting on 
the main street. Nobu, ignoring my luggage, made for these 
steps. Dee and I followed. The steps led up to a narrow, 
dirt alley just long enough to hold a row of nine identical, 
two-story, stucco houses that would have been inconspicuous 
in any American suburb. They were each separated from the 
other by a minute garden of mold-green earth, with here 
and there a castor-oil or bamboo tree and a few flowers in 
pots. Their front windows looked down into the rears of 
the huddled shops below; behind them, the land rose abruptly 
to level out in an extensive park, which was. Dee explained, 
the estate of a wealthy Japanese baron. As we walked through 
the mud toward our house, the small back porches of the 
shops waved a greeting with the drying blue and white 
kimonos that dangled from bamboo poles; and on one of 
them a matron with her hair screwed back in a tight knot 
rocked her baby on her back while she hung up her heavy 
bedding to air. A monkey chained to a bamboo stake chat- 
tered furiously. From the estate of the baron came the loud 
barking of dogs. A neighborhood radio filled the air with the 
shrill tones of a geisha singing Japanese jazz. 
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“Welcome home,” said Dee, as she pushed open a bam- 
boo gate and went into the yard of the next-to-the-last house. 
She opened a wooden door that led into a small cement- 
floored vestibule and called out a long phrase in Japanese. 
The inner doors were sliding paper panels which were at 
once pushed back to disclose a young girl who bobbed back 
and forth in a series of jerky bows, smiling in an artificial 
and self-conscious manner, and greeting us in fluid and com- 
plicated Japanese. At first sight, she suggested familiar Amer- 
ica. Her hair was straight and bobbed short. She was dressed 
in a plaid gingham blouse and a short blue flannel skirt j her 
legs were barej her feet, however, belonged with her elabo- 
rate greetings, for she was wearing tahi^ the Japanese ankle- 
high cloven socks that have the big toe separated from the 
rest of the foot, to provide a place for the thong of the 
sandal. Down to the ankles, she looked like an American 
schoolgirl, but her feet were those of a faun. 

Dee beamingly made the introduction. “This is Akiko San, 
my companion and housekeeper,” and went on to ask her, in 
English, some questions about her classes. Akiko answered in 
Japanese, kneeling meanwhile to open a leather box, from 
which she brought out several pairs of heelless flannel slip- 
pers, arranging them in a row, toes pointing in. The gentle- 
man had already removed his shoes. Now he stepped up 
into the entrance hall, nodded briefly to Akiko, ignored the 
slippers, and walking in his socks, pushed back a sliding panel 
and disappeared into an inner room. Dee commanded me to 
remove my shoes, and sat down on the edge of the floor to 
remove her own. “Akiko’s just back from her typing class 
at the Y.W.,” she said. “She’s studying typing and English. 
She understands pretty well, but is shy about speaking. She 
says she wants to learn American from you.” 
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I said I hoped to learn some Japanese from her. She had 
stepped down beside us, slipped her feet into a pair of wooden 
clogs, and was wiping our shoes. Then she put them away 
in a closet that made one whole side of the vestibule, and 
clattered out into the alley, I supposed to see about my bags. 

Dee now stepped up into her hall and slid into a pair of 
the heelless flannel slippers, telling me, meanwhile, about 
her house. She was lucky to get it, she said, because such mod- 
em houses were scarce and hard to find. It was expensive, 
but worth it, because so Westernized and convenient. As I 
stepped up beside her, she went on to say that, as a rule, for- 
eigners in Tokyo live in the Imperial Hotel or in some one 
of the few modernized apartments or houses in the center 
of the city where they can have central heating and plumb- 
ing. At this, I was startled. “Haven’t we plumbing?” I asked. 

For answer, Dee slithered over the hardwood floor of her 
hall and pushed back an unpainted wooden panel. The toilet 
was a porcel^n rim sunk in the floor over an open cesspooL 
I was astonished. It was like finding an outside toilet as the 
sanitary arrangement for an expensive New York apartment. 
“It’s emptied once a week,” Dee went on, “and the contents 
sold for fertilizer.” Now, I understood the source of the 
heavy, sickish-sweet odor that vaguely saturated the sultry 
air. It was not what I had been led to expect by the numer- 
ous accounts I had read of Japan’s modernization. I found 
myself thinking of the house I lived in, ten years before, in 
Peking. It was in a Chinese section of the city, a rambling, 
gray stone house with a tiled roof, set behind gray stone walls, 
and arranged around a series of courtyards connected by 
moon gates. It, too, had been on a muddy alley, and an occa- 
sional caravan of supercilious camels had sauntered past, in 
from the Gobi desert. Despite this Chinese atmosphere, how- 
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ever, we had had an American-style bathroom as a matter 
o£ course. In Peking we combined Oriental atmosphere with 
Western comforts. It seemed to me that here we were com- 
bining Western atmosphere with Oriental discomforts. 

Now Dee was leading me toward a flight of stairs. “Our 
sleeping rooms are on the second floor,” she said, and started 
up. I followed as best I could. The stairs were very steep 
and shallow, and my too-large flannel slippers were so un- 
manageable that I finally kicked them off and walked in my 
stockings. Of my room I noticed only that the floor was cov- 
ered with matting, for my bags were scattered about and 
I began at once to tug at the straps. I had been thinking in 
terms of the comforts of shore for so long that now, despite 
the gentleman waiting below, I felt I must bathe and change 
to something cooler. And I would just hang away a few 
dresses. I asked if I could have a bath. Dee said evasively 
that she had asked Akiko to prepare one for me and that it 
would probably be ready later on, but now I should come and 
have my tea. I was not used to having my bath prepared for 
me as Dee well knew, but without waiting for my protests, 
she went off downstairs. 

I unpacked a few dresses, and with them over my arm, 
pushed back a chrysanthemum-decorated panel — the closet 
was all shelves, and already half full of what looked like 
a mattress, bedding and a pile of fresh kimonos. I went out 
to the hall and softly called Akiko. She came up at once, 
looking like a little schoolgirl, and I asked her what the 
Japanese do with their clothes. In pantomime, she showed me 
— they fold things. I felt that there must be some other solu- 
tion, but Akiko’s English was not equal to discussion, so I 
turned back to the cupboard. The crisp summer kimonos de- 
cided me. Japan was the land of the kimono and I should 
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wear one to tea. Beginning hastily to take off my suit and 
blouse, I asked Akiko about my bath. “Mada mada” she said, 
shaking her head in a gesture of obvious negation. Surrender- 
ing, I slipped into a kimono, folded it in place, and tied it 
firmly with a narrow cotton sash. 

Akiko began to giggle. She pointed to the kimono and 
again shook her head. I asked what was wrong. “Shukm^* 
she said. Then frowning with concentration, she brought out 
the English word, “custom.” With some difficulty, she man- 
aged finally to explain that, according to Japanese custom, you 
fold a kimono right side over left only in case of death. It 
was a mistake, I gathered, that Dee was always making. It 
was very comic. 

I folded the kimono properly, retied, and asked Akiko if 
now I was all right for tea. Her giggles redoubled. She shook 
her head with renewed firmness. The suggestion violated 
shukcm, for the kimono was a nightdress. At this I pro- 
tested. The kimono was one of the blue and white garments 
that are practically a uniform for the Japanese in summer. 
I had seen dozens on the street as we came from Yokohama. 
Nightdress or not, if the Japanese could wear them on the 
street, why couldn’t I wear one for tea at home. It took 
some time, but finally Akiko managed to explain that my 
sash was wrong. The kimono, that was a nightgown if tied 
with a narrow cotton sash, became formal attire if held in 
place TOth a mass of padded silk or brocade that the Japa- 
nese call an obi. 

I stood for a moment overwhelmed by the ingenuity of 
this arrangement, thinking of hot summers in New York and 
how wonderful it would be if one could simply wear a night- 
dress, with perhaps a string of beads added to make it for- 
mal. I was clearly already involved in the “special way” of 
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Japan that Nobu had mentioned, and that “Westerners can- 
not follow.” I could not follow it at the moment, at any rate, 
since I did not own an ohi. I slipped into a rumpled dress, 
looked ruefully at my shoeless feet, and sliding shut the door 
of the cupboard, wondered if I would ever get settled in 
Dee’s convenient, modern home. At this moment her voice 
called from below demanding what on earth was keeping me. 

Dee led me at once across the hall and slid back the panel 
behind which Nobu had disappeared. At the far end of a 
double room, I saw him sitting crosslegged on the floor al- 
though our end was full of proper furniture. “Why is Nobu 
sitting on the floor?” I whispered to Dee, who answered 
absent-mindedly, “It’s the custom, you know. Shukan.” 

I gave it up for the moment and looked around. The 
long room was really two which opened into each other and 
which illustrated respectively Japanese and Western ideas 
of comfort. Nobu had chosen the Japanese room, which was 
carpeted with tatami or straw-matting, and had no furniture 
except a low table, and in the tokoncma or alcove, a Flower 
Arrangement and a picture scroll. Dee’s Western room was 
a conventional living-dining room. The Japanese and West- 
ern rooms seemed to thumb noses at each other, each making 
the other look ridiculous. It puzzled me too that Nobu, who 
wore Western clothes and spoke English, should prefer to 
sit on the floor when there were chairs. 

That he did prefer it, however, was obvious from the ease 
of his posture. As we joined him on the mats, I admired it — 
his back straight yet relaxed, his legs folded neatly, his knees 
flat on the floor, his feet in reverse tucked over his thighs like 
some Westernized Buddha. Looking at his feet that seemed 
to have been molded in position from India rubber, I thought 
suddenly how disagreeable shoes must be to a Japanese. 
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While we chatted, I was trying to get the feel of the place. 
Most of the outer side-wall was fitted with a series of sliding 
panels that were now pushed back in their grooves so that we 
seemed to be in a semi-open veranda. Beside us, the small 
garden was almost at hand’s reach — a bamboo tree, some 
coreopsis, nasturtiums, and daisies blooming in large blue 
pots, and cicadas shrilling in the tall grasses of the hillside. 
The sun-warmed matting gave off a pleasant faint smeU of 
straw. The whole effect was curiously rural. Although we 
could hear bicycle bells on the main street below our alley, 
and an occasional taxi horn, the insect noises were more domi- 
nant and underneath was a tomtom beat of an insistent drum- 
ming. It was hard to remember that this was a great modern 
city. 

Dee, sprawling comfortably, began to talk about her house. 
She said she always thought of it as an excellent description 
of modern Japan. If, she said, one stood off a bit and looked 
at the stucco fagade one could believe it was a substantial 
structure, thoroughly American. The stucco face, however, 
was only a front. The rest of the house was constructed of 
the usual wooden frame fitted with sliding panels, and the 
domestic arrangements were almost wholly Japanese. The 
entire country, she said, was like that. It was only from a 
distance that Japan looked like a Westernized modern nation. 
Inside Japan you learned at once that the modernization was 
merely a camouflage to disguise the real Japan. 

Nobu looked at her coldly. “No Westerner can understand 
the real Japan,” he said. 

We were interrupted by Akiko bringing the tea. As she 
knelt to serve it, I was bothered again by the incongruity 
of this mixture of Japanese and Western. Akiko’s short skirt 
wrinkled across her thighs, exposing chunky, bare legs at the 
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end of which her little cloven socks made an odd accent. The 
tea-things were on a lacquered tray — English cups with 
handles, a plate of purple beanjelly candy, and a can of con- 
densed milk bound arovmd with a wisp of bamboo. While 
Akiko poured the tea. Dee -explained some of the mysteries 
of her tea-party. The tea was not the pale sort preferred 
in the Orient — always served plain and in handleless cups — 
but was strong and black, in honor of Nobu, who liked in 
her home to sample Western customs. The milk was con- 
densed because it was so hard to get fresh milk in practically 
cowless Japan. Akiko had contributed the bamboo to dress up 
the can because the undecorated container was too unesthetic 
and she had not yet learned the Western custom of pouring 
the milk out into a pitcher. Akiko had also chosen the sweet, 
a special kind of beanjelly candy which symbolized Welcome 
to a Guest j and had created the Flower Arrangement in the 
alcove beside me, which also symbolized Welcome. Now, 
Dee went on, if I were a proper Japanese guest I would pay 
my respects to both candy and flowers by bowing to them 
and thinking of some suitable quotation from an Emperor 
or some twelfth-century sage. 

The neighborhood radio coming on full blast drowned 
out Dee’s voice. Then it was turned down a little and the 
music became audible — a woman’s chorus singing in English, 
“There is a Fountain Filled with Blood.” Nobu, ignoring 
the din, looked at Dee coldly. “No foreigner can understand 
Japanese culture,” he said, and added, “It is so.” 

I was ready to admit that at least one foreigner, at the 
moment, could not understand this Japan. As I accepted a 
piece of the purple beanjelly candy that symbolized Wel- 
come to a Guest, bowing to it as suggested, I was suddenly 
overwhelmed by the feeling that I had unaccountably arrived 
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on one of those comic-strip other-planets or in some sur- 
realist world in which familiar objects become fantastic be- 
cause of the incongruity of relation and surroundings. For 
a group of adults, wearing Western clothes, but shoeless, to 
sit on the floor, to drink English tea with condensed milk, 
and eat symbolic beanjelly, while a radio gave a program of 
Methodist hymns — this might happen in a nightmare. It was 
not, of course, the difference in custom that bothered me. 
Usually it was precisely the difference in custom that made 
the charm of foreign travel. What I felt here was the meet- 
ing of two civilizations that seemed mutually antagonistic. As 
though to illustrate this further, Akiko, her duties finished, 
left the room, performing excesses of etiquette that, because 
of her Western clothes, seemed almost to burlesque Japanese 
formal custom. 

“Lose all their guilty stains” . . . The chorus filled the 
room, to stop abruptly as the radio switched to a man’s voice 
declaiming in hortatory Japanese, I asked Nobu if he could 
make out what the man was saying. He seemed not to have 
heard the question, but Dee said, “It’s some military gentle- 
man or statesman explaining about the crisis.” 

Dee, being English, never talks in italics, but her voice 
nonetheless managed to make the word “crisis” sound as 
though set off by quotes, or spelled with a capital C. “What 
crisis?” I asked. 

“The State of Crisis. In international relations, you know. 
As announced by the Emperor . . 

Dee got so far when Nobu interrupted as though she were 
not speaking and turning to me said that it was difficult for 
a foreigner to understand Japanese culture because it was so 
subtle 5 if I really wished to try I must approach it through 
symbolism. The best way to do this was through the Cults 
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of Tea and Flowers. Gradous and charming, he went on to 
give us an extremely abstract description of the Tea Cere- 
mony, and if he did not entirely darify my understanding 
of this ritual, he at least made it dear that he preferred not 
to discuss international politics. He was telling us that the 
Tea Ceremony illustrated the fact that even the most vulgar 
detail of daily life could be made exquisite by ritual and 
symbol, when there was a low cry at the door. The panels 
were slid back to disdose a charming figure who seemed to 
have just stepped from the pages of Loti — Madame Chry- 
santh^me in person. It was not until Dee spoke to her that 
I recognized Aldko. 

She was wrapped in a colorful ddicate silk kimono bound 
around with a huge brocade sash. Her bobbed hair had dis- 
appeared under a knot fastened with silver pins at the nape 
of her neck. And as though her whole personality depended 
on her dothes, the awkward, almost sullen litde schoolgirl 
had turned into a lovely and dignified young woman. As she 
slithered over to the edge of the Japanese room, her long 
skirt made little swaying movements, and as she kndt on 
the mats and placed beside her a large bundle wrapped in a 
multicolored silk handkerchief, her long sleeves rippled, so 
that her movements, that before had seemed jerky and awk- 
ward, were now flowing and graceful. 

She began to talk to Dee in Japanese, and Dee answered 
in the same language. I gathered from a certain brusqueness 
in Dee’s voice that usually masked emotion that it was more 
than a routine household exchange. Then Dee turned to 
Nobu, still speaking Japanese. I thought from her tone she 
was asking a question. Nobu, however, ignored her. He looked 
at me and said, “You must learn to eat time and space.” 

Bewildered, I turned to Dee for an explanation. She was 
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looking at Nobu with an expression both affectionate and 
commiserating. Then she turned back to Akiko. They ex- 
changed sayonara. That, I understood, meant Akiko was go- 
ing out. I returned her bow. The outer door closed behind 
her with a loud click. 

“How lovely Akiko looks in kimono,” I said. “I suppose 
she is off to a party.” 

“She’s off to visit Ino, her husband.” 

“To visit her husband?” I echoed. 

Dee hesitated a moment, glancing at Nobu. He was sitting 
immobile like a plaster cast labeled “Inscrutable Oriental.” 
“She will have to know,” said Dee to the image. 

Then she told me that Ino was Nobu’s friend as well as 
Akiko’s husband j that, at one time, both Ino and Nobu had 
belonged to a group of intellectual radicals who read Marx 
and Lenin and talked vaguely of some coming social revo- 
lution in Japan. Nobu, Dee said, had never had more than a 
theoretical interest in politicsj but Ino had actually worked 
with a group who were attempting to form political parties 
among the farmers. This was, in Japan, very radical behavior, 
and Ino was finally arrested along with innumerable others 
accused of having such “dangerous thoughts.” After Ino’s ar- 
rest, Nobu brought Akiko to Dee as a refuge. 

Startled, I turned to Nobu, my mind filled with questions. 
They remained unspoken, however, for he was sitting quietly 
in the pose he had assumed early in the afternoon, and he 
gave the effect of being actually on a different level of experi- 
ence, a level where husbands-in-jail did not exist, and where 
wives who dressed like butterflies to visit such htasbands did 
not exist. “Come,” he repeated, “we will eat time and space 
together.” 

He swung his arms in a wide arc and brought them to rest 
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across his body, elbows bent, the left arm horizontal, the 
right pointing toward heaven, thumb and forefinger mak- 
ing a broken circle, “striving to touch but not touching.” It 
was a position of the Buddha on his lotus, a position also 
assumed by those of the Zen Sect when they desire to prac- 
tice meditation — ^to escape, that is, from the cruel or tedious 
realities of this world into the “emptiness” of a mystic con- 
tact with the infinite. Looking at this professor who was ob- 
viously using this esoteric ritual to avoid discussion of his 
friends — as he had earlier avoided discussion of the customs 
and the “crisis” — it occurred to me that both Nobu and 
Akiko were straddling two civilizations and were at ease in 
neither. One thing was already certain: to understand them, 
I should have to forget their Western clothes and English 
sentences and look for the answers in terms of the Japanese 
facts that motivated their behavior. And before I could dis- 
miss Nobu as merely an eccentric individual, I should have 
to be sure his preoccupations and behavior were not typical 
expressions of a civilization that bewildered an American be- 
cause so precisely different from the American’s accustomed 
way. 

Behind me, Dee was making a small clatter with the tea- 
things. “Empty your mind,” Nobu was saying. “We will eat 
time. It is very restful to eat time.” 

3 

The average foreigner who lives for any time in Japan 
goes through three stages — amused bewilderment, violent ir- 
ritation, and, finally, fascination or repulsion. I was no ex- 
ception to this rule. For the first week or two, while I was 
settling down in Dee’s house, and getting my bearings in our 



INTRODUCTION TO TOKYO 


37 

neighborhood and the city at large, I rode an emotional see- 
saw, one end of which was astonishment, and the other annoy- 
ance. The period of submersion, when I was trapped by the 
fascination of Japan, came much later, and was accompanied 
by fear, fear not only for what seemed inevitable for Japan, 
but for what the Japanese crisis might mean to the rest of 
the world. Mixed with this there was, too, anxiety and af- 
fection for the individuals who had become my friends. 

In the early days all Japan seemed a confusion of incon- 
veniences, frivolities and mysteries, either amusing or bother- 
ing. What these meant in terms of the harsh facts of economic 
and political Japan, I did not know till later. What I learned 
immediately, however, was that once you have entered the 
semi-Westernized doorway to Japan at Yokohama, are 
searched for seditious literature in the customs, travel the 
twenty ugly miles to Tokyo — ^if you settle down in a Japa- 
nese house, a half-hour distant from the business center, ad- 
justing your life to the daily routine of your Japanese friends 
and neighbors, you leave the American idea of Japan and the 
Japanese behind you. The energetic, aggressive. Westernized, 
modern nation that makes headlines all over the world seems, 
to the American living in Tokyo, a country left behind in the 
newspapers. The country you must adjust yourself to seems 
predominantly childlike, fantastic and improbable, and, al- 
though you discover at last that even the most trivial and 
most improbable fact of Japanese custom is related to Japan’s 
aggressive reality, it is still a reality very different from the 
one expected. 

I entered a country that had been in a declared “State of 
Crisis” for two years. In Asia, the warriors and industrialists 
were expanding steadily the boundaries of empire j within 
the country itself the equilibrium among the controlling 
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groups was so treacherous that it was to flare into open rebel- 
lion within a year. Despite this, I lived and traveled freely 
about the country — ^alone, with Dee, with Akiko and other 
Japanese friends, with interpreters. I talked to shopkeepers 
in minute country villages, with farmers and fishermen, with 
government officials, labor leaders, textile workers, with nu- 
merous English-studying groups of university students and 
with miscellaneous people on trains, at hot-spring inns, in city 
and country, in scattered parts of Japan, and from all these 
collected very little direct evidence that they were aware of 
the crisis of which the radio and government lecturers daily 
advised them, that filled the columns of the newspapers, that 
was the subject of articles in the magazines. Moreover, such 
evidence of crisis as I collected from personal experience 
seemed trivial to the point of absurdity. That is, they seemed 
trivial until I came at last to understand what they meant 
from the Japanese point of view. 

It was not that I was unaware of war in progress and the 
threat of more serious war. Soldiers in uniform were a fairly 
common sight in Tokyo, marching in companies to worship 
at some Shinto shrine, or gathered at the railway stations as 
they left for the Asiatic mainland, while swarms of matrons 
in kimono bowed, their faces expressionless, on the platforms 
decorated with paper flowers and the flags of all nations. 
There were also the gala days when the fleet was in, and the 
barbers offered free haircuts to “our brave sailors,” and small 
shops gave free banquets of eels or pickled rice-balls. While 
touring in northern Japan, we were pursued for days by air- 
defense maneuvers, with blackouts and sham battles, and our 
train windows tightly boarded for suffocating hours. I was 
aware, too, of constant espionage — ^that is, I knew that it 
existed. The first week I was in Japan the police came to check 
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up on the new foreigner} later, when we traveled, the police 
kept track of my movements} the registration at all inns was 
an involved questionnaire} and one could not so much as 
climb a mountain in the wilds of northern Hokkaido with- 
out registering with the police at its base. 

Such things, however — soldiers and sailors, air-defense 
maneuvers, and police espionage— were no sign of “crisis” in 
Japan, nor did they excite the smallest interest in the aver- 
age Japanese. Throughout her modern period Japan has been 
under arms and the people are so used to uniforms, to the 
sight of soldiers worshiping at the national monuments, to 
the spectacle of matrons waving flags and geisha buying 
bombing planes for the army, that such sights are merely 
taken as a matter of course. As for espionage, it is a routine 
of Japanese life. The police keep track of every inhabitant in 
every small home even to the point of making sure that the 
housewife keeps her home tidy. While such supervision seems 
intolerable to the American, and although it is used to pre- 
vent independent thinking as much as to prevent criminal 
activity and epidemics, few Japanese I met seemed to find it 
in any way oppressive, and, in fact, were astonished that I 
should question and resent it. 

The tension of the crisis, for the most part, appeared in 
events and activities that seemed, actually, merely quaint and 
improbable: in a Nobu “eating time and space” to avoid 
political discussion} in a special national festival to honor a 
fourteenth-century member of the Imperial House} in the 
decision of a small village to resume the eating of beanjelly 
candy after an abstinence of six hundred years} in a circle 
of old women dancing in the temple courtyard} in the almost 
hysterical reiteration by Japanese statesmen of implausible 
formulas} in the completely hysterical emphasis on certjun 
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cultural activities and on certain mythological facts. For the 
crisis was internal as well as international, and the internal 
crisis was of such a kind that it could not even be expressed 
in Western terms until first expressed in terms of Japan’s 
special situation — and although Japan’s “crisis” might seem 
unimportant to the Western nations, it was of crucial im- 
portance in determining the future of the Great Power Japan. 

These conclusions, which can only be made clear in terms 
of what I saw and heard and read throughout my entire stay 
in the country, must be stated here so that the reader will not 
merely dismiss as improbable or unimportant the trivialities 
of Japanese custom that are so important in Japan. For if 
what Nobu called “the real Japan” — ^the Japan of etiquette, 
shukm, cults and symbolism — must seem to the American 
mere decoration, if not eccentric and implausible esotericism 
— nevertheless, the American’s “real Japan” — the Japan of 
politics, industry and imperialism — ^is supported by it. And it 
is only in terms of the first that the second is comprehensible. 

If in the end I was able to reach some conclusions that 
seemed, at least to me, to clarify the special crisis of Japan 
and to explain her mysteries in human terms, it was largely 
because of my close association with Nobu, Akiko, and Dee. 
Because of Nobu’s position as a student and a teacher in a 
progressive school, he taught me, indirectly, more about 
Japanese notions of education and ways of thinking than all 
the innumerable reports and studies that I read. Once our 
relationship was firmly established on a basis of ignoring all 
“dangerous thoughts,” he gave me many fascinating glimpses 
of his “real Japan.” Akiko, in turn, helped me to remember 
that the “real Japan” was inhabited by human beings. The 
rituals of daily life, the elaborate theatricalism of day-by- 
day etiquette, the little involved customs, are endlessly pic- 
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turesquej the rituals of formal, social relations, of worship 
at shrines and temples, are stylized and finished theatric^ 
performances i the country itself casts a spell, combining, as it 
does, the utmost in natural beauty with a conscious harmony 
between dwellings and fields and hills that makes plaus- 
ible the intimacy between the people and their nature-gods 
which is still so real a part of the atmosphere of Japan. If 
it had not been for Akiko, I might have been content to see 
merely the “oddities” or fascination of this strange and van- 
ishing civilization. She was, however, my housemate, my 
daily companion, often my interpreter, finally my friend. 
Through our association and my growing affection for her, 
I was forced to look behind the merely quaint to see what 
it meant in terms of the facts of her situation. Once I had 
gone so far, it was inevitable that I should attempt to apply 
what was true for her to the larger canvas of Japan. As for 
Dee, how can I express my debt to her? Her three years’ 
residence in the country, her intimate relationship with many 
Japanese families, her cool appraising xmprejudiced mind, 
gave her a background unusual in scope and understanding. 
Her knowledge of the language, of the country, of its his- 
tory — along with her many friends — ^were all generously 
shared with a patience, wit and good humor that smoothed 
the difficulties and turned the irritations into amusing adven- 
ture. To both Akiko and Dee, I am endlessly indebted. With- 
out them, I should not have learned much about Japan. 

4 

My first afternoon in Tokyo had presented me with prob- 
lems enough to keep me busy for months. There were the 
stories of Akiko and Nobuj there was the “crisis” that the 
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radio had called to ray attention and that Nobu had chosen 
to ignore} there was the “special way of the real Japan” 
that Nobu was so preoccupied with. All these, however, 
seemed less important at first than my desire to get settled 
in Dee’s home, to have a proper bath, to get unpacked and 
my clothes put away — in short, to get organized in Japan. 
These simple matters that in any other world capital would 
be merely routine, to be done without thinking and forgotten, 
became in Tokyo, for some time, a major interest. For, as I 
learned within ten minutes of setting foot in Dee’s home, 
Japan’s “special way” was obtrusive in every department of 
daily living, and if it included such things as the Cult of Tea 
and Flowers, it also included baths and beds. 

The first two Japanese words that I learned were mada 
maid and shukan. 

Mada mada means simply “later on.” In practice, it means 
“never do today what can be postponed till tomorrow,” and, 
although tomorrow can actually mean tomorrow (as was the 
case with my bath), it can also mean next month (as was 
the case with my closet), or it can mean next year (as was 
the case with innumerable amiable promises made me by 
people who were merely saying “no” politely). This in- 
evitable postponement of everything greatly complicates life, 
especially for the American. 

Shukan means “custom,” “the customary thing.” It lies at 
the bottom of everything that goes on in Japan. No matter 
what else a Japanese appears to be doing, he is first of all 
obeying the rules, following the accustomed pattern of be- 
havior. Conversely, it is practically impossible for a Japa- 
nese, living in Japan, to be persuaded to perform any act 
contrary to custom. These two words, which I learned at once 
in trying to adjust to Dee’s home, followed me all about 
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Japan, and were obtrusive in every department of Japanese 
affairs that I came across. 

On my first afternoon in Tokyo, after Nobu had gone. 
Dee took me on a tour of inspection of her house, describing 
and explaining as she went. It was, she assured me, an ex- 
travagant, modern house — ^the sort chosen by well-to-do 
Japanese who had learned the comforts of Westernization. 
She had sublet it from some Japanese friends who had moved 
to the suburbs. The rent was 75 yen a month! Dee announced 
this with awe and apology (for I was to share expenses), but 
since a rapid calculation told me that it amounted to around 
twenty-eight dollars in American money, it hardly seemed 
extravagant for a whole house in a great city. Dee, however, 
pointed out that the yen is the Japanese dollar, and that the 
average urban Japanese earns around 30 yen a month. Ac- 
tually, the sort of Japanese who could afford our house 
would correspond with the class of New Yorker who pays 
$250 a month for an apartment. This fact. Dee said, was 
hard for the foreigner to grasp since the foreign-style hotels 
and restaimants, designed for tourists, were expensive enough 
even by American standards. Such places, however, were as 
foreign to the average Japanese as New York would be. 

The modern conveniences for which we paid this great 
rent were: electridty — a solitary light swinging from a cord 
for each room, and in the kitchen a two-burner gas-stove 
and an iron sink with running cold water. 

These conveniences, familiar to the slums of American 
cities, were in Tokyo practically Park Avenue luxuries. Elec- 
tricity is the only modern convenience that is general for the 
country. Running cold water is still a luxury even in the great 
cities} and ruiming hot water is unheard of except in the few 
modern hotels, office buildings, houses and apartments in 
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the heart of the city, and at the hot-springs. The average 
Tokyo housewife must still carry her water from a central 
source, and must heat it, and cook on a charcoal brazier. 

From a Japanese point of -view, however, we had other 
extravagances. First, there was space. We had six rooms in 
addition to kitchen and bath. The average family of five live 
in one or two rooms which serve every purpose from bed- 
room to kitchen, and they bathe in the public baths. 

Then we had glass doors in addition to those of paper and 
wood. Dee illustrated how the different sets slid open or 
shut in their grooves, the paper inside, the glass behind them, 
and the wooden panels outside to be closed at night as a pro- 
tection against the demon-haunted night air. Glass, Dee ex- 
plained, was a very modern and extravagant wrinkle. Only 
the upper classes used it. In! the usual house the living-room 
floor extended out beyond the sliding walls to make a narrow 
veranda protected by steeply sloping eaves that shed the rain, 
so that glass was really unnecessary. But our modern house 
was veranda-less and we needed glass for daytime protection 
of our living-room. 

As Dee led me about we kept running into illustrations of 
the words maJa mada and shukan. First, there was the bath- 
room. Dee showed it off with pride — a sunken room with a 
cement floor over which was a wooden lattice. The lattice was 
damp and outside the door were several pairs of straw slip- 
pers to protect our shoeless feet whenever we entered to 
wash our faces or brush our teeth. The fact that the lattice 
was damp was the result of both sfmkan and mada mada — 
that is, there was a special technique of bathing; and there 
was the difficulty of getting a workman to come and fix any- 
thing. The thing that needed fixing was a solitary spigot for 
cold water which protruded dripping from the back wall. 
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Since the washbowl was not under it, but was on a small 
table in one corner, the drip went onto the lattice. So, more- 
over, did the bathwater, for the tub was emptied by pulling 
out a plug and letting the water flood across the floor and out 
through a hole onto the ground outside. The tub was a deep 
egg-shaped contraption, part of which was a metal stove, and 
part a wooden vat divided into one large and two small com- 
partments, fitted with wooden covers. A stove-pipe rose from 
the structure, crossed the room, and disappeared through a 
hole in the wall. The tub was filled by running in cold water 
through a rubber hose attached to the spigot, and heated by 
a fire of twigs and charcoal in the stove. The technique of 
bathing was shukm and rigorously enforced. First, you filled 
the washbasin with water from one of the small compart- 
ments (old-fashioned American kitchen stoves had the same 
arrangement) and, standing on the lattice, soaped thoroughly 
and rinsed, splashing as much as you desired, while the floor 
became gradually a pond. After the preliminary scrubbing, 
you could clamber into the vat, squat there comfortably sit- 
ting on your heels with your chin just missing the water, and 
gently parboil. The Japanese take their baths up to 125 de- 
grees F. and are conditioned to this heat by being popped 
into the bath as a routine of babyhood. In a private home, 
the entire family bathes in the large bath, in turn, using the 
same water. The males come first, followed by the females, 
in the order of importance. 

Dee gave me these facts as we gazed into our luxurious, 
private bathroom that placed us among the privileged few 
of Tokyo. I listened, feeling somewhat blank. The tub was 
empty and there was no sign of fire in the stove. Here again, 
as Dee apologetically explained, I was up against maia mada 
and shukan, for it was Akiko’s task to make the bath, and she 
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had postponed doing so. At this, I acquiesced at once, as after 
all, Akiko seemed to have more serious things on her mind 
than making baths. Dee, however, assured me Akiko’s pri- 
vate difficulties had nothing to do with itj there was always 
this trouble about a bath. It was not shukm to bathe at home, 
and Akiko thought it foolish when the public baths were so 
much less trouble and so much more pleasant. Usually, she 
did finally prepare a tub two or three times a week, but it 
was always a struggle to persuade her to. 

After we had inspected the first floor — ^which included two 
rooms for Akiko’s priyate use — ^Dee took me up to my bed- 
room to help me get settled. It was a spacious room with 
an alcove. The two outside walls were largely sliding win- 
dows that opened to give an agreeable rural view of hillside 
and trees. Dee had supplied me with a woven bamboo cot, a 
wicker table and chair, and in the alcove a small Chinese 
dressing cabinet with small drawers for cosmetics and a mir- 
ror. To use this I had to kneel like the heroine of The 
Mikado. 

“I think we’d better get your bed made first,” said Dee; 
and sliding open the cupboard, she began to haul out a heavy 
mattress. 

“1 generally make my bed at night to spare Aldko,” she 
went on. “She will, of course, unmake it in the morning.” 

“Unmake it?” I said blankly. Then, as Dee’s lips opened 
in explanation, I knew the answer and we said together, 
^^shukan,” and had to stop our bed-making until we finished 
laughing. 

The Japanese custom is to sleep on mattresses spread on 
the mats at night and stuffed into the cupboards by day. This 
is, of course, to save space, since the average Japanese uses 
the same room for cooking, living, and sleeping. Dee had at 
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first tried to explain to Akiko that with Western-style beds 
in separate sleeping-rooms, this was not necessary. She had, 
however, long since learned that to a Japanese a habit is a 
habit and really it was easier if one just relaxed. 

The bed made. Dee helped me hang my dresses on hang- 
ers which we affixed to a narrow molding that framed the 
sliding doors of the closet and inner wall. By the time I was 
unpacked, my room looked like a fitting-room in a depart- 
ment store. This, too, was caused by shukan and mada ^mada. 
As soon as she knew I was coming, better than two months 
before. Dee had asked Akiko to ask a carpenter to come and 
saw a closet-shelf in two and put in a bamboo pole from 
which I could hang my clothes. But to hang clothes was not 
shukany and to saw a shelf was to spoil a good closet, so that 
Akiko had not been able to understand the request. When at 
length Dee realized this and managed to persuade her to 
summon the carpenter, he in turn failed to understand, and 
in any case, 'mada^ mada. 




1 

I was awakened at six on my first morning in Tokyo by a 
loud blast of a trumpet sounding Reveille. It came over some 
neighborhood radio, and was followed immediately by the 
strains of a military band and a man’s stentorian tones mark- 
ing time — ni, sm, cAei?”'— evidently, I thought, lead- 
ing setting-up exercises. When it stopped at last, I could hear 
the cicadas humming in the tall grasses on the hillside beside 
the house, and in the near distance somewhere, the steady, 
insistent sound of drumming, a syncopated, throbbing beat 
that suggested voodoo and black magic, an odd sound to hear 
in a modern city. 
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When I awoke again it was seven and the setting-up exer- 
cises were giving a repeat performance. Almost at once 
Dee called protestingly from below announdng that she and 
Akiko had long since finished breakfast. Wovild I please come 
along.? Akiko was anxious to clear away because she had a 
typing class later on. 

Even this early in the morning, the atmosphere was 
weighted with an oppressive humidity, so that, as I moved 
across the room, I could almost feel the heavy, damp air 
separate for my passage. It was like swimming, or like mov- 
ing in some slow motion-picture. I was used to New York 
summers, but this was different} the air seemed actually to 
be nine parts vapor, so that a creature without gills was in 
danger of suffocation. Under my bare feet, however, the mat- 
ting felt silky and cool. 

Dee, dressed in a pair of blue-striped cotton pajamas, with 
heavy wooden clogs on her bare feet, was in her dooryard 
puttering among her pots of nasturtiums and coreopsis. The 
effect of the open room and the shaded, small garden was 
delightful} the small leaves sparkled with moisture and 
splotches of mold made agreeable, cool-looking patches of 
green on the brown earth. The whole atmosphere was sur- 
prisingly tropical and languorous. Dee told me that my 
breakfast would be along soon. Since she hadn’t supposed I 
would want to go native at once and start the day on fer- 
mented bean soup and raw fish, she had asked Akiko to bring 
me an American breakfast — tosuto and kohi. 

Dee went on to tell me about my American breakfast and 
the “new” Japanese vocabulary. Tosuto and kohiy she ex- 
plained, after spelling them for me, are the Japanese words 
for toast and coffee. The Japanese, she said, hadn’t such foods 
until Western people introduced them, and even today, they 
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were unknown except to a few people in the larger cities or 
at the hotels and inns run for foreign tourists. Usually when 
the Japanese take over foreign things, they take over also 
the foreign names, adapting them to their own language. 
Japanese words are formed of simple combinations of two- 
letter syllables, the second of which is almost always a vowel. 
Instead of an alphabet, they have a syllabary — ^ba be bi bo 
bu; ka ke ki ko kuj and so on. They make foreign words 
Japanese by adapting them to their syllabary and when nec- 
essary, adding a final vowel. Since they don’t have a syllable 
“fi” in their syllabary, in order to make coffee a proper Japa- 
nese word, they had to use the syllable that came nearest 
which was “hi.” Dee mentioned a number of the “new” words 
that she especially liked. There was hamu. for ham; him for 
beer; hiju for beef; defato for department store; afato for 
apartment; moga for modern girl; and mobo for modern 
boy; modem for modern, and so on. The one she liked most 
of all was haikara. This meant up-to-date, it had been taken 
from the American expression “high hat,” but the Japanese 
had got mixed up and called it “high collar” instead. Japa- 
nese words, she said, were easy to pronounce, since you pro- 
nounce every syllable, giving the vowels the European 
values; that is, a is ah-, i is e; and e is a. For example, the 
word for “thank you” — arigato is pronounced ah~rs-gah-toe. 

I told of being awakened by the radio and Dee said I was 
right in supposing it was a program of setting-up exercises. 
Modem Japan was making a fetish of physical culture. It 
was impossible to go anywhere without coming across some 
group doing lackadaisical calisthenics. In time. Dee said, it 
would revolutionize the Japanese physiques, and already the 
manufacturers were complaining that women were requiring 
more material for their kimonos than had been considered 
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standard since time immemorial. The radio, Dee went on, 
was a real curse in Japan. Very few private individuals owned 
them, but shops used them as advertisements, and placed the 
loudspeakers on the street, so that they could be heard by all 
the near-by houses. With paper walls, it was impossible to 
shut out the din. The government also used the radio con- 
stantly for propaganda speeches. In the country villages, 
where no one could afFord a radio, the government put one 
in the schoolhouse, so that everyone could hear the continual 
patriotic harangues. 

While I ate my breakfast. Dee and I made plans. She said 
she must go downtown to her job and suggested that I spend 
the day getting settled at home, becoming acquainted with 
our neighborhood by going shopping with Akiko, whose typ- 
ing class was not till the afternoon. She told me now what I 
had really never clearly understood — ^how she had happened 
to stay in Japan for so long. She had originally come to Tokyo 
intending to visit her friend Chiyo for a few months, and 
then go on to China and India, where an uncle in the Anglo- 
Indian Civil Service had offered hospitality. She found her- 
self staying on, she said, almost without realizing the pas- 
sage of time. She had become interested in the contradictions 
and paradoxes that she saw on every hand, and for which no 
one had an explanation. She set out to make some serious 
studies of “Things Japanese,” but everywhere main mada 
and skukan intruded, slowing her up, presenting a new mys- 
tery as the answer for each old one. She tried to write about 
Japan, she said, and discovered that it was an impossibly dif- 
ficult task. She could not make any statement about the least 
important matter on the basis of what she had found to be 
true in other countries. Every detail of life in Japan was spe- 
cial and different, and before she could write anything with- 
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out making herself ridiculous, she had to do an enormous 
amount of spade work. Finally she had simply decided to 
stay on until she felt satisfied, and had taken a job as ad- 
visor on French and English usage in one of the great family- 
corporations in order to have financial stability and closer 
contacts with the Japanese. 

I turned the talk to Chiyo, Nobu and Akiko, but these Dee 
was reluctant to discuss. There was too much to tell all at 
once, she said, and I would understand so much better after 
I had seen something of the country. Chiyo was now out of 
the city, but she would. Dee hoped, come into town soon to 
meet me. Akiko I would come to know, and she would tell 
me her story in her own way. As for Nobu, she would say 
only that he was on the defensive against foreigners, because 
he felt that they were indifferent to Japanese culture and felt 
superior to it. His defense took the form of an over-emphasis 
on the Japanese Mysteries — ^the Cults of Flowers and Tea, 
and symbolism in general, and his insistence that no West- 
erner could understand Japan and Japanese culture because 
it was too subtle. She said, too, that since Ino’s arrest, Nobu 
was very careful not to discuss any political subject with any 
foreigner whom he did not know well. Foreigners in Japan, 
Dee said, were always getting their Japanese friends into 
trouble by their over-concern about matters with which the 
average Japanese simply did not concern himself. 

Dee insisted, however, that Nobu could not be dismissed 
merely as a poseur j nor did his desire to escape from the un- 
pleasant or dangerous facts of the Japanese system into an 
over-preoccupation with the symbolic-ritualistic side of Japan 
mark him as a cowardly individual. Actually, Dee said, the 
entire Japanese civilization was a technique for evading real- 
ity} such evasions had been bred into the sinew and bone of 
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the Japanese for long centuries, and one of the chief diffi- 
culties modern Japan faced in her relations to the Western 
powers was the inability of the Japanese leaders to under- 
stand that today Japan was dealing with actual, rather than 
imaginary, situations. 

We were interrupted by the plaintive notes of a flute, 
sounding very near at hand. Simultaneously the door was 
pushed open by a smiling-bowing Akiko who announced, 
^^Shi-shi" 

Dee sprang up laughing. “What luck,” she said, and led 
the way out into the hall. “It’s the Japanese lion, a favorite 
street entertainment!” she explained. 

In the vestibule we found a group of mummers. A thin 
Japanese, dressed in a blue and white cotton kimono and a 
very large broadbrimmed, droopy, straw hat, was playing a 
flute. Beside him, a squat, humped figure, muffled in a long 
multicolored robe, was posturing and leaping, holding before 
his face a huge papier-mache mask that looked like a grin- 
ning dog. Outside, a crowd of children stood staring, expres- 
sionless and absorbed. The little girls had crisp bangs, and 
the little boys a stiff bristle, and their kimonos were bright 
pinks and reds. Most of the little girls, small as they were, 
had babies strapped to their backs. 

The lion leaped and posed, lunged with his shaggy head, 
twisting and writhing, snapped its enormous jaws, fierce and 
amusing at once. A final lunge toward the children brought 
sudden squeals of pleasant terror. Finally, at a signal from 
Dee, Akiko dropped some small coins into the flute-player’s 
outstretched hand. The lion removed his head and became a 
grinning Japanese boy. They bowed repeatedly and went off 
down the alley pursued by the swarm of children. 

Dee went upstairs to dress. As I followed Akiko out to the 
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kitchen to help her clear away, I was remembering similar 
lion dancers who had, years before, come to entertain us in 
our Peking courtyard Seeing them here gave me a warm 
feeling, and made Japan seem like the Orient at last. 

Akiko was washing the breakfast dishes under the cold- 
water tap in her iron sink. Though conversation between us 
was difficult, she managed to express her pride in her modern 
kitchen, and, also, to make it clear that she would not dream 
of wasting gas to heat water for such an unimportant chore 
as dish-washing. When she came to the coffee-pot, she shook 
it, heard the gurgle of coffee and put it away on a shelf, 
grounds and all. When I suggested that we’d better wash it, 
AJdko was astonished. 

“Is kohi^^ she expired “Sometimes Miss Dee, he like 
koh* for dinner. Then I put water and make.” 

“With the same grounds?” I asked 

“Sodesu. Yes. Like tea.” 

Shukm again, I thought, and, of course, economy. The 
Japanese housewife, it seemed, made a pot of tea in the morn- 
ing, and then whenever anyone wanted a drink during the 
day, more warm water was added. To throw away grounds 
that had been used but once was a shocking extravagance, 
and, as Dee told me later, nothing in the world would per- 
suade AMko to do so. 

There was a cry of *‘Moshi tnosfui’’ at the back door. 
Akiko opened it to disclose a pleasant-faced young man wear- 
ing skin-tight blue trousers stuffed into high rubber boots, 
and a short cotton jacket open over his bare body. His head 
was bound in a roll of blue and white toweling to keep the 
sweat from pouring down into his eyes. He was the iceman. 
He bent ceremoniously from the waist, exchanged involved 
greetings with Akiko, and laboriously climbed out of the 
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boots. A large pair of straw slippers stood just inside the 
door. He got into them, came in, washed the ice carefully 
in the sink, and placed it in the box. He looked at the rough 
wooden floor and found that he had sprinkled several drops 
of water on it. He bowed again apologetically, took the floor 
cloth from its place under the sink, got down on his knees, 
mopped up the water, dried the spots carefully, put the cloth 
away, changed from slippers to boots, bowed, said “Sayo- 
mra" and went on to the next modern home. 

2 

Dee had long since gone off downtown. My bed was nicely 
unmade and my clothes all rehung from the molding. Akiko 
came to announce that she was ready to go shopping. 

For this occasion, she wore a cool-looking blue and white 
kimono bound around with an obi of figured silk. Her hair 
was pinned up in a formal chignon, and she carried a bright 
multicolored cotton handkerchief to put the bundles in. In 
time I was able to gauge by Akiko’s costume whether our 
current activity was the sort habitual with a Japanese or 
whether it was a “foreign” sort of excursion. For Japanese 
activities, Akiko always dressed properly in kimono, but 
when she went off to her typing dass, or visited the mod- 
ernized center of the city, or acted as my interpreter, she al- 
ways chose a blouse and skirt and let her hair hang loose in 
the short bob affected by the moga. Shopping was, of course, 
a Japanese activity, and Akiko looked, as she was supposed 
to, like an attractive, conventional housewife. 

It seemed odd to walk to the outer door in my stockings 
and then sit down at the edge of the floor with my feet in 
the vestibule to put on my shoes. Akiko slid her feet into 
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clogs of polished wood, and, as I watched her slide into them 
with one quick movement, I resented the bother of lacing 
mine. From the closet in the vestibule, she chose a huge, 
rust-red, paper umbrella, good either for sun or rain, which- 
ever the day decided. 

As we descended the stone steps to the main street, the 
drumming which I had heard early in the morning, and off 
and on ever since, became louder and louder. Directly across 
from us, a bamboo pavilion had been erected and in it knelt 
an orchestra of young men making a vigorous racket by 
pounding small hide drums. Overnight the street had been 
transformed into a carnival, which all the neighborhood, ap- 
parently, was attending. Each small shop and house was 
decorated with paper flowers and rosettes, and paper lanterns 
dangled from staves thrust into the earth beside the street. 
A number of bamboo pavilions — ^a raised floor covered with 
a sloping roof — ^had been set up at intervals, and these were 
decorated with lanterns, long pieces of hemp rope, and what 
looked like a child’s attempt to cut jagged streaks of light- 
ning out of white paper. The last two are the Shinto symbols 
of purification, and I supposed we must be witnessing some 
Shinto festival. In one of the pavilions was an image of a 
female figure which Akiko told me represented Amaterasu 
0-Mikami, the Sun Goddess. Near-by in another pavilion, a 
group of shaven-headed priests sat crosslegged before a 
decorated altar and received the gifts presented by the faith- 
ful, gifts of sake (rice wine), fruit and vegetables. 

An officer wearing a uniform and white gloves kept his 
eye on the taxis and bicycles and trolleys, as down the street 
came a procession of litde girls who marched past us in a 
vague sort of straggle. They were all dressed up in gay ki- 
monos and flower-decorated absurd paper hats, and looked 
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both silly and sweet as all children in fancy dress do. Behind 
them came a large, decorated, wooden cart drawn by a troop 
of young men, in which another orchestra pounded drums 
and shrilled on flutes, meanwhile making rhythmic gyrations 
of a fascinating complexity. Now the traflic officer waved his 
baton, stopping a trolley and getting a taxi to one side of the 
road. A gentleman standing beside us wearing a kimono and 
a Stetson hat, turned to Akiko with an announcement. The 
^^omikoshi'' was coming. 

I looked where the gentleman indicated and saw a group 
of young men approaching with a large square boxlike struc- 
ture centered on two long poles that made four handles to 
carry it byj it was, Aldko explained, the omikoshi — the 
‘‘god’s carriage” — ^the chariot in which the local god was 
carried from its shrine to visit the neighborhood. Its passing 
brought health and good luck to everyone who had con- 
tributed to the festival. The god’s carriage was a splendid 
sight — ^lacquered and gilded and streaming with white paper 
lightning and strands of hempen rope. The young men wore 
short white cotton drawers and short blue and white Aappt 
coats open over bare bodies. They were barefooted and around 
their heads rolls of blue and white toweling gave the effect 
of rakish halos. Carrying the god, they came down the street 
in a frenzied rush, making a wild zigzag from side to side 
and, despite the traffic officer, barely avoided crashing into a 
parked taxi. The god inside the carriage, Akiko explained, 
made the carriage move and sometimes it was too strong for 
the young men and would overpower them and crash into a 
house or shop and smash the panels. As the structure paused 
now for a moment— the young men braced, pushing back 
against each other, apparently trying to control it — ^bystanders 
threw small coins into it, and men dashed out of the little 
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shops to give money and to thrust bottles of sake into the 
outstretched hands of the god’s bearers. 

Akiko and I set off about our shopping. At the first corner, 
however, I stopped again. A flight of stone steps led down 
into a sort of sunken garden that made a courtyard for a large 
temple, and I wanted to explore. It was a pleasant place, 
shaded by great trees — a sort of community center, ob- 
viously, since a number of women with babies strapped on 
their backs were sitting on the steps of the temple, chatting 
and watching the numerous pigeons. My curiosity was 
aroused by the action of an old woman who was standing 
before a small detached shrine. The shrine was a sloping 
roof in the form of an inverted V, supported by bamboo poles 
which sheltered a round stone basin full of water, in the 
center of which sat a man-sized stone image. The old woman 
was scrubbing the belly of this image with a small scrub- 
bing brush. As we watched she replaced the brush on the 
edge of the basin among a number of other small brushes, 
and reaching into a sleeve of her kimono, brought out an 
incense strip, like a giant red firecracker. As she set this up 
before the image, I noticed innumerable other pieces, both 
large and small, decorating the verge of the pond along with 
the brushes. Akiko explained that the image was a doctor. 
That is, he was a god that could cure disease, any disease 
that caused pain, if you rubbed that part of the god which 
corresponded with your aching member. The old woman 
had pains in her stomach, so she scrubbed the belly of the 
god. If she had had a toothache, she would have scrubbed 
his jaw. 

Akiko now led the way across the main street. Directly 
ahead of us a narrow muddy road branched off at a diagonal 
and curved behind the row of small shops facing the main 
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street. Down this road Akiko went, her high clogs protecting 
her feet from the mud, leading me into a labyrinth of wind- 
ing crisscrossing alleys, tightly packed with minute shops and 
houses, congested and busy as an ant-hill. We penetrated 
this maze, turned a corner or two, and I was so thoroughly 
lost that I wondered if I should ever be able to wander 
through our neighborhood unescorted. However, it was a 
fine place for seeing how the other half lived. The little 
one- and two-story structures were pressed tightly together, 
all wide open in the front, all clinging close to the alley, so 
that practically every detail of living was performed in pub- 
lic. The buildings all seemed to be constructed on the same 
ingenious plan: a wooden frame, fitted with sliding panels, 
supporting a tin roof. The interior was simply a platform, 
raised about a foot and a half from the ground. Sometimes 
this platform extended the full width of the walls and 
fronted directly on the alley j sometimes it took up only 
one-third of the space, or one-half, or three-fourths, leaving 
between the platform and the alley a stretch of hard-packed 
eaith as a sort of covered front dooryard. This space was 
used as a shop or work-room. When the platform was flush 
with the alley, it made an open room that looked startlingly 
like an interior set on a stage. 

Akiko went first into a sakayanor-^ fishmonger’s shop, 
where the proprietor, a dignified gentleman in a gray ki- 
mono, sat crosslegged beside a brazier, gently waving a yel- 
low fan, and sipping tea. In the background, a woman was 
nursing a baby. To the left of the entrance was a sunken 
pool where the fish were swimming about. The pool was fed 
from a pipe, and the water flowed out into a narrow, fetid 
stream and on behind the shop. To the right of the entrance, 
a young man stood at a wooden counter cleaning fish. He slit 
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the gills, removed the head, sliced off the scales with a 
clean, firm sweep, neatly opened the body with a rapid rip 
along the ventral edge, removed the entrails with no probing 
of his knife, dropped the dissected fish into a pail of water, 
and grasped another with a rhythm as perfect, as routinized, 
and as rapid as a machine. 

From among the fish in the pool Akiko chose what she 
called an amadaiy a long flat fejlow of a lovely lavender 
color. She indicated the two fish she had selected to the as- 
sistant, who, with a long-handled net, swept them up and 
hurled them, gasping, onto his table. As he thrust his knife 
into their throbbing gill openings, I turned hurriedly away. 
AJdko, however, watched with an indifferent, somewhat cal- 
culating gaze, wondering, I suppose, if two would be enough, 
since this new foreigner had so large an appetite. 

The fish cleaned, the clerk placed them on a strip of bam- 
boo, tied them with a narrow bamboo fiber, wrapped a large 
green leaf around them and folded them in a final cornucopia 
of newspaper which Akiko tied up in her colored handker- 
chief. They both bowed. The proprietor now arose and came 
to the edge of the platform. Bowing formally, Akiko gave 
him some coins. They exchanged bows again, outdoing each 
other in politeness. As we left the shop, the clerk dumped a 
pile of fish heads out of a wooden box onto his slab, and with 
a skilful gouge retrieved the eyes, which quivered in a glit- 
tering pile beside him, a delicacy for some lucky Japanese 
dinner. 

We poked into one similar little shop after another, look- 
ing at the vegetables and fruit, the peanuts and pistachios, 
the beanjelly candy, the dried fish that looked like splinters 
of wood, the tremendous white radishes that looked like ele- 
phants’ tusks. We bought five tomatoes for three sen, a 
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bundle of miniature spinach, each spray separate and mani- 
cured, a handful of small, hard peaches — fruit, Akiko said, 
was expensive — ^and a bottle of soybean sauce for salt. These, 
along with hard biscuits, rice and noodles, dried seaweed, and 
tea, were almost all the edibles available. When I thought 
to do some extra shopping on my own, I found there was 
nothing else to buy. The “new” words, tosuto and kohi^ had 
not penetrated here, and the shops did not carry either bread 
or coffee. For these, and for such things as milk, butter, or 
meat, it was necessary to go to the foreignized shops in the 
heart of the city. Our neighbors, it seemed, had no use for 
such foreign luxuries and were content with the national 
staple diet — ^bean soup, cereal, fish and pickle, with soybean 
sauce for seasoning, and beanjelly candy for a treat. 

The small open rooms were not only homes and shops, 
but were also factories, and even foundries, where a whole 
family, with perhaps an apprentice or two, were all working 
to produce some small manufacture — canvas tops for sneak- 
ers, parts for bicycles, small wooden toys, pottery. We 
paused to watch a family group. The master of the house 
was sitting crosslegged beside a brazier of charcoal, taking a 
puff from a long pipe. Slightly behind him, the rest of the 
family knelt in a row, a middle-aged woman with a baby 
strapped on her back, two young girls, and a boy. They were 
all busily sticking advertisements on small wooden match- 
boxes, working swiftly, with a smooth, mechanical deftness. 

*^Taihen ne!” Akiko exclaimed, paying an involuntary 
tribute to their dexterity. The matron looked at us without 
expression as she paused for a moment to pour herself a cup 
of pale tea from a little pot that rested beside the brazier, 
sipped briefly, and returned to her work impassively. 

Their home-workshop was typical, and looking at it, I 
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could understand how ‘‘modern” and extravagant Dee’s 
home really was. This house was empty of furnishings, and 
the family’s few possessions — ^probably mattresses and bed- 
ding, a few bowls and chopstidcs, an extra kimono or two — 
were kept, when not in use, in the closets. The whole family 
lived and worked in that one small room, sleeping at night 
on mattresses spread out side by side, and cooking on the 
charcoal brazier. Their only modern convenience was a soli- 
tary electric light swinging on a cord. How the mistress must 
get her water we saw as we walked on, passing the central 
faucet that supplied the neighborhood, around which old 
women in kimono and wooden clogs were waiting with 
wooden pails. However, she could buy hot water, hauled 
through the streets by a vendor in a creaking cart, with a 
stove arrangement like our bathtub. Where she took her 
bath, we saw at the next turn — a. public bathhouse — z low 
weatherbeaten gray frame structure divided, I could see 
through the open front, into two sections, one for gentlemen 
and one for ladies. AJciko translated the sign pasted outside: 
“Adults, 5 senj children, 3 senj babies, i sen.” It was bad, 
she said, to take babies to the public baths. Sometimes, she 
said, the babies “make a mistake in the bath.” 

We wandered on, following one turn after another as 
something just beyond kept catching my attention. The land 
rose and fell in continuous shallow hills, and the alleys in 
places became flights of stone steps, ascending or descending. 
The little houses clung to the land, followed the flights of 
stone, in some places so crowded for space that the roadway 
passed under the roof of a house. Of privacy, there was ob- 
viously none at all. Never, I thought, had humanity lived 
and worked together so many in such little space. 

Was this, I wondered, the “real Japan”? Would Nobu 
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accept this as the “Japanese Way”? And if so, just what did 
it add up to, just what did this swarming community mean in 
terms of human beings living together? There was primi- 
tivism, there was the mud that had ruined my white canvas 
shoes, and there was the fetid stream that coiled about among 
the little houses and that I saw used as a toilet. This was 
squalor. And yet, curiously enough, the houses themselves 
did not seem squalid. Because of their emptiness, and be- 
cause of the clean-looking straw mats, they had an air of 
order, and even spaciousness. There was about the place, too, 
a sense of communal sharing of occupations, and, of course, a 
complete lack of physical solitude. That matron, standing in 
the alley, washing her kimono, with her children in bright 
red and pink kimonos rolling on a scrap of matting at her 
feet, was in the center of the life of her neighborhood. And 
if the matron next door, kneeling at the edge of her living- 
room, sewing, seemed to me a character on a stage, from her 
own point of view her position was reversed, and she held a 
free seat in a box from which to keep an eye on the show. 

It was, moreover, a colorful sort of show. Matrons wan- 
dered about shopping, their decorative kimonos tied up out 
of the mud, their colored umbrellas sullen in the gray light, 
their multicolored bundles swinging. A bean-curd vendor 
came along pulling his cart, blowing his plaintive flute. A 
vendor of flowers hauled his bright blooms in a trailer be- 
hind a bicycle. A group of pilgrims, dressed in long white 
robes, their faces concealed under large, conical straw hats, 
pounded drums as they wandered from shop to shop, col- 
lecting alms. There was drumming in the distance, the sound 
of gongs, the cries of vendors and bicyclists. This was the 
swarming, congested, colorful life that is associated with 
the European cities in the Middle Ages, with, however, one 
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great difference — ^there was here no boisterousness, no noise, 
no sense of lusty interplay between individuals, no quarrel- 
ing. These people were, on the whole, as silent as ants, mov- 
ing about their affairs with no appearance of either pleasure 
or distaste. So many people so close together, and so little 
evidence of friction! Was this really true, I wondered. And, 
if so, how was it possible? 


3 

If I had learned that Tokyo’s civilization was primitive, I 
had also learned that it was picturesque. It was the pictur- 
esqueness that triumphed altogether that evening when, fol- 
lowing dinner, Akiko, Dee and I went out to view our neigh- 
borhood festival. 

During dinner — to the accompaniment of the beat of 
near-by drumming — ^Dee had explained that our festival 
was one of a constant round of such celebrations. Every 
temple and shrine in the city — ^and there were hundreds — 
had an ennichi or small fair once or twice a month, and an 
o-matsuri or great explosive festival once or twice a year, so 
that there was always some such celebration within reach for 
every inhabitant of the city. Akiko seemed anxious as I to get 
out and see what was going on, which surprised me since I 
supposed such festivals must be an old story to her. But Dee 
explained that Japanese shukan — ^laid down in the seven- 
teenth century — ^had forbidden women under forty to attend 
festivals. Even today, it was not shukan for a younger woman 
to go unless chaperoned by her husband and baby, or mother- 
in-law, so that Akiko had not gone to festivals since her child- 
hood until she came to live with Dee. It was all right for 
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her to go with us, because escorting foreigners to view Japa- 
nese customs was considered a patriotic activity. 

The ribbons and rosettes dangling from all the doors in 
the neighborhood, including our own, meant we all had con- 
tributed a small sum to the occasion, for these festivals were 
community celebrations and the expense and the good luck 
descended alike on all. 

Akiko led the way to a side street where, on both sides, 
small stalls had been erected, decorated with paper flowers, 
wind glasses and lanterns j between the stalls, scraps of mat- 
ting had been spread out on the earth road, and both stalls 
and mats were covered with an incredible assortment of ob- 
jects useful and curious. 

Slowly between this double row of stalls, innumerable 
people wandered in gay kimonos and colorful clogs, admir- 
ing the beautiful landscapes modeled from old newspapers, 
the miniature pine trees rooted in thimble-sized pots, the 
shell animals, the fascinating moving-toys — airplanes spin- 
ning on invisible wires, gunboats tearing around in tubs of 
water, jugglers, acrobats, wrestlers — ^in short, all the glitter- 
ing, colorful, ingenious, fantastic, small objects that ddight 
the Japanese. There were practical things, such as dishes and 
chopsticks. There were covers tom from American maga- 
zines} there were little gifts of carved wood or bamboo to 
present to the shrine god; and there were countless lucky 
charms to protect the purchaser against every disaster, from 
being robbed by burglars, or struck by lightning, to child- 
lessness. 

There were all sorts of sideshows. An elderly man in ki- 
mono sat crosslegged on a scrap of matting solemnly blowing 
soapbubbles. A little farther on, a dignified woman with a 
fantastically complicated coiffure sat on a campstool before a 
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small table on which was spinning a solitary top. Beyond that 
was a sort of shooting-alley where small boys and men threw 
balls at moving ducks. At the end of the street, a troop of 
masked comics performed traditional acrobatics. 

It was actually a sort of Japanese Coney Island set up for 
a day or two for the amusement of the neighborhood, cost- 
ing them nothing but the fifty sen or so which was the usual 
household contribution to pay for decorations and presents 
for the shrine or temple. The vendors and acrobats, of 
course, followed these festivals around the city and were sat- 
isfied if they made a few yen from each festival. The pleasure 
came from the feeling of mingling with one’s fellows, of 
being, moreover, part of the spectacle — for these people with 
their bright-colored high clogs, their colorful kimonos, their 
waving fans, their constant ceremonial bowing as they greeted 
neighbor and friend, seemed almost consciously to be acting 
a role, playing a predetermined part in a well-rehearsed 
drama. And here, I thought, was the chief difference between 
this festival and an American country fair, or Coney Island. 
This whole scene, because of the miniature quality of every- 
thing — ^toys and booths and people alike, because of the pic- 
turesque costumes and the ritualistic customs, made an effect 
that was as finished in a theatrical sense as though the scene 
had been deliberately created for the stage. It was, however, 
a silent stage, a stage set for a pantomime. The whole scene 
had a subdued, almost dreamlike quality, and the people 
seemed like puppets rather than living flesh and blood. 
There was little talk, no laughter. The sounds were the in- 
sects shrilling beside the road, the loud banging of the 
wooden stick with which a vendor was calling attention to 
the small green bananas he was selling, the distant beat of 
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drums, the occasional music of a victrola record playing a 
Japanese version of American jazz. 

Our strolling had brought us to a tall wooden archway — 
the torii^ which in Japan always announces a shrine or temple 
— and we passed under it, into a spreading enclosure. Here, 
Dee told me, was the temple that was holding its o-matsuri. 
The grounds of the temple made a considerable park, shaded 
by towering cryptomeria trees, and a scene similar to that we 
had come through along the street was spread out on either 
side of a long, stone walk leading to the temple structure. 
We joined the stream of worshipers moving slowly toward 
the temple. Before approaching it, each worshiper paused 
beside a trough of water under a bamboo roof, dipped water 
with a long-handled dipper and poured it over his hands, and 
then sucked up a mouthful from his hand to rinse his mouth. 
This was the ritual of purification. Dee explained. We took 
our turn with the others, then stood at the foot of the temple 
steps. 

The building, as we neared it, resembled in its outline 
those I had known in China — ^the roof, falling steeply from 
a tiled ridge, extending beyond the walls and swooping up 
at the corners. It was no more than a silhouette, dimly lighted 
by hanging paper lanterns. A flight of steps led up to the 
interior, where, in the dim light made by flickering candles, 
we caught the gleam of gold and red from lacquered railing 
and images of Buddhist gods. The scent of incense sticks 
made a faint aromatic fragrance. The worshipers did not 
enter the temple, they stood at the foot of the steps, pulled 
a dangling rope that rang a gong which summoned the god, 
clapped their hands to announce their presence, bowed their 
heads for a moment in silence, and then threw some small 
coins into the contribution chest. After we had joined the 
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worshipers and paid our respects to the god, Akiko said, 
“Odori,” and led us behind the temple where we could hear 
music and the throb of drums. 

^^Odori” turned out to be a sort of folk dance. A great 
crowd of spectators were gathered in a circle under a crypto- 
meria tree. In the center of the circle was a platform raised 
on bamboo stilts, hung with lanterns and bunting. Kneeling 
on the platform, a group of old women supplied the music 
for a circle of dancing children. The music was made by a 
victrola record played over and over, the needle each time 
brought back so dexterously that no pause was noticeable. It 
was a dance tune, insistent and monotonous, and the old 
women accented the rhythm with the beat of drums — small 
wooden drums which they struck with sticks, and small hide 
drums which they pounded with the heel of their hands. 
Around the pavilion, a group of small boys and girls in 
bright pink and red kimonos danced in a circle, clapping their 
hands, waving their arms, bowing, advancing and retreating 
with the lovely awkward tentative gestures of children. As 
we watched, a young man stepped from the crowd and joined 
the dance, following the movements with mannered confi- 
dence. Others joined in and soon there was a double circle, 
the children in the center and the adults outside — ^young men 
and old, and ancient women — ^moving in unison, around and 
around, while the victrola made unceasing monotonous music, 
and the old women beat the accent. 

As a spectacle, it was magic. The dim, swinging lanterns, 
the spreading trees, the drums, the shrill insect noises were 
all part of it; but the important elements in the effect were 
the kimonos, and the humid weighted atmosphere. The 
dance was only the monotonous repetition of a few simple 
steps, yet it seemed both mysterious and subtle, because of 
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the concealing long skirts, and the rippling sleeves that made 
a new pattern with the slightest movement; while the 
weighted air seemed actiaally to retard the gestures so that 
the imdulating arms resembled the tentacles of those under- 
water plants that sway and drift against the lazy currents of 
tropical waters. It might have been taking place under the 
sea. 

The black sullen night closed around the silent circle of 
spectators and the ring of dancers. The music went on with 
no interruption, and the dancers moved untiringly around in 
the circle, their faces expressionless, like sleepwalkers. 

On the way home I said to Dee, ‘‘The dancing was fas- 
cinating.” 

“That’s just what they hope,” she said. “It’s propaganda, 
you know.” She went on to explain that the Odori is a Shinto 
folk dance common in rural Japan. There are innumerable 
different variations of the same few basic movements, and 
almost every little village in the country has its own version 
which the villagers dance at festivals. Originally it had meant 
dancing around in a circle to summon some agricultural deity 
to make the crops grow or to make the weather fine for 
planting and so on, and even today, in the country, the danc- 
ing is part of the fertility and harvest festivals. This sort of 
native custom that had been part of Japanese civilization for 
centuries had, of course, practically disappeared in the cities. 
The government, however, had decided that the people must 
not be allowed to neglect their ancient customs. They there- 
fore had set up a Bureau whose job it was to encourage re- 
vivals of customs that were dying out, and to popularize 
other customs that had formerly been the diversions of the 
upper classes. To popularize the Odori, they had a famous 
geisha sing one of the dance tunes for a phonograph record 
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and issued with the record a leaflet with pictures describing 
the postures, so everybody could learn the steps. The Bxireau 
also encouraged the old women, who remembered the dance 
from their village days, to demonstrate it in the temple 
courtyards around the city, and featured the dance at various 
special festivals. Actually, the thing had caught on like mad 
— ^the people seemed to love it — ^and wherever you went 
around the city, you found these dancing circles. Only, of 
course, in a city the dance was nothing but a picturesque wav- 
ing of the arms, whereas, in the coxmtry, it had definite mean- 
ing and value. 

“Do you remember Nobu eating time and space?” Dee 
went on. His posture, she said, was one common throughout 
the East, and, combined with breathing exercises and disci- 
pline, was used by various religious sects as a kind of yoga, a 
technique of communion with the Divine. In Japan, however, 
the pose usually meant nothing so serious. It was merely an 
elaboration of a habitual posture, crosslegged, hands resting 
on the knees, called “meditative-sitting,” which meant, really, 
to sit quietly in pleasant idleness with the mind blank. To- 
day, the government propagandists were trying to turn this 
“meditative-sitting” into a national Cult, and were encourag- 
ing people to practice the rite by themselves, and to form 
organizations to practice it together. Dee added ironically 
that the government probably reasoned that a man sitting 
crosslegged, thinking of nothing, was up to no mischief. 

It seemed astonishing that a government should concern 
itself with such trivial matters. But Dee assured me that they 
were not trivial to the Japanese. I would find, she said, that 
there were few things in Japan that were not of concern to 
some department of the government or some one of the 
ruling cliques. 
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The next afternoon we had a neighborhood fire. I was sit- 
ting in my room, reading a brochure on Flower Arrangement, 
when there sounded near at hand the screeching wail of 
sirens followed at once by the appearance of Akiko to an- 
nounce a fire and suggest we go and look at it. I am not, by 
temperament, addicted to fires, but Akiko seemed so eager 
that I agreed to go. 

The fire turned out to be in a modern-style school, a 
“higher” school for boys, that was, fortunately, isolated from 
the tiny paper houses of the neighborhood by a yard and a 
stone wall. There was a highly efficient fire-department on 
the job with some chemical-squirting apparatus} the fire 
seemed trivial — there were no flames visible} and since 
there was nothing to look at, I was about to suggest to Akiko 
that we return home, when there was a great commotion. 
Through the crowd that parted to admit them there rushed 
a band of some seven or eight strange-looking figures wear- 
ing large papier-mache masks resembling the devil-masks of 
the Chinese theater, and waving bright banners on tall poles. 
They rushed toward the building and, mingling with the fire- 
men, began to shout and leap about, waving their banners 
with the greatest excitement. These, Akiko said, were the 
shobo. Because of her interest in the scene, her explanation 
could go no farther. 

That evening, when Dee came home, I asked her about 
these masked shobo, “They’re firemen,” she said. “Volun- 
teers from the community. They belong to a regular organi- 
zation made up from our neighbors, and their duty is to 
attend all fires and help put them out.” 
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She paused as though that were explanation enough, and 
then, smiling at my bewilderment, went on to say that they 
were chasing away the fire-devils j that this method of fight- 
ing fire by scaring devils was an ancient custom that still per- 
sisted despite the modern fire-department. And although 
they were actually a nuisance and frequently interfered with 
the work of the modern department, the neighborhood belief 
in their efficacy was so strong that the city had never been 
able to forbid them. 

Our neighborhood, Dee explained, was actually a self- 
sufficient, largely self-governed small community — a sort of 
village or town. The whole city was made up of such com- 
munities tied together and connected with the modernized 
central city by the system of motorized transportation. In 
each community there were groups of men appointed by their 
neighbors whose duty it was to see to the orderly conduct of 
the settlement. Within the settlement were certain temples 
and shrines erected in honor of the local deity of the place, 
and all the people who lived in that neighborhood and wor- 
shiped that particular deity were considered to be related by 
blood to the deity, and so to each other. Life in the village 
was largely a community affair j each household contributed 
as a matter of course to the neighborhood weddings and fu- 
nerals and to the local shrine celebrations. Every individual 
in the section was considered to have definite duties and privi- 
leges depending on his occupation, and all individuals were 
considered equal because they were equally related to the 
god. The baron who resided on our hilltop was the most im- 
portant person in our settlement, but he also owed certain 
definite obligations to the community; and once every year 
he entertained the whole neighborhood at a party in his 
garden, dispensing ices and tea and cold rice balls and greet- 
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ing everyone. The shoho I had just seen was one of the nu- 
merous village organizations that managed village affairs. 
There were, however, Dee added, other more practical 
groups. 

It seemed astonishing to find this sort of fantasy, and even 
this sort of community organization in the heart of a mod- 
ern city, and I said so to Dee. She answered that there were 
two very different Japans, existing side by side, and, more- 
over, altogether different from each other. There was the 
^hmmemorial Japan” that had existed for centuries, and there 
was the twentieth-century Japan that the Japanese called 
modem (which was, of course, their ^^new” word for mod- 
ern). This modan Japan was, she said, a copy of Western 
civilization — how good a copy, I should soon see for myself. 




1 

The next day, it was arranged that I should meet Dee 
downtown to dine in the modern center of the city in order 
to see modan Japan. I was prepared for this expedition — z 
half-hour bus ride — somewhat as though I were an explorer 
venturing into an uncharted region. First, Dee and Akiko 
consulted together, concocting instructions which they wrote 
down on a carJ, in both Japanese characters and English, 
and presented to me as a kind of identification disk, so that 
if, by some misadventure, I should miss Dee, I should be 
able to get home. Then Dee spread out on the mats a large 
tourist map of the cityj I knelt beside her; and she proceeded 

74 
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to give me a lecture on how to find my way around Tokyo. 

I must forget, she said, the usual custom of finding a given 
place by using its postal address. The streets and alleys of 
Tokyo were usually not named, and house numbers were as- 
signed according to the time they were erected, rather than 
by position. That is, if several houses were built at approxi- 
mately the same time, they were all numbered the same. All 
of the houses on our alley had the same number. The post- 
man, like everybody else, found an address by trial and error, 
by intuition and memory. The city — ^Dee pointed to the map 
— was divided into large sections called Ktt. These Ka were 
divided into smaller sections called machi and chome} and 
since the same character was used to write both machi and 
chome, not even a Japanese could explain how they decide 
which you are living in. A postal address gave merely your 
machi-chome and Ku; that is, it told which part of what 
section. It was general; not specific. 

Fortunately, there was, in every section, a police box 
handily situated, and the police, of course, knew everybody 
in their section and where they lived. They could always, in 
a pinch, direct you. 

I would find. Dee went on, that while few of the streets 
had names, the important bus and trolley-stops did have. 
These, however, like the stations on the elevated, were 
in Japanese characters. A few of those most often used by 
tourists were written in the Western alphabet, but only a 
few. On the map, however, the Ku^s and the most important 
traffic stops all over the dty were so written, and by studying 
them, I would in time be able to find any given section. To 
find a given house, however, I would simply have to hunt. 
This was true, of course, for Japanese as well as foreigners, 
so that I could not count on taxis to get me places, except 
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the few very well-known hotels, government departments, 
theaters, and so on. As a matter of fact, there were great 
parts of the city where no taxi could possibly go. The city 
was built on a hundred hills, and once off the main thorough- 
fares, the streets quickly became narrow alleys, or even flights 
of stone steps. The Japanese, who had a nice sense of humor, 
had coined a ^^new” word to describe the situation and would 
tell you that the way to reach a certain place was to text. 
To meant to “not-take-a-taxi,” or, in other words, to 

walk. The Japanese walked or used bicycles. The vast ma- 
jority, of course, remained within their own section, where 
they worked, lived, and found their recreation locally. 

After I had somewhat digested this information. Dee led 
me by a circuitous path up to the baron’s estate on the hill 
behind our house. There, at the edge of his small park, im- 
mediately above our house, was a ‘Viewing” bench, from 
which we had a fine panorama of the city spread out at our 
feet. The social organization of the city. Dee said, closely 
followed the topography, so that the gentry lived on the 
summits of the little hills, the bourgeoisie clung to the middle 
slopes, while in the hollows swarmed the masses. 

Dee pointed now to the southeast, toward the modern 
center of the city where I was, later on, to meet her. There, 
marking the exact center of Tokyo, was the Imperial Palace, 
a shrine housing a living god. As I looked down over the 
waves of little houses, the endless sea of gray splashed with 
the green of frequent shrine and temple, and thought of an 
Emperor-god enshrined in the heart of the modern city, I 
had an odd sense of living in two worlds, which is, I had 
already learned, the characteristic atmosphere of Japan, 
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Akiko had written out, in Japanese characters, the names 
of our bus-stop, our Ku and chome, and, to be quite safe, the 
name of a large boys’ school around the corner and the name 
of our best-known temple. She now wrote one word, 
koshi” and taught me to say it, for this was the name of the 
bus-stop where I was to meet Dee. It was also, I was relieved 
to learn, the terminal of this particular line. This done, in 
the late afternoon, Akiko escorted me around the corner to 
the bus-stop, indicating landmarks on the way, waited till 
the bus came and saw me on it. From her manner, I judged 
she expected never to see me again. 

It was a miniature bus made for small people. The roof 
just missed my head, and I am only five feet three. It was 
crowded with men in kimonos wearing American-style felt 
or straw hats; with women in kimonos, most of them with 
babies strapped to their backs; and with young men in West- 
ern-style, dark uniforms. The young men sat while the 
women (carrying their babies and, usually, large bundles tied 
up in bright-colored, cotton handkerchiefs) stood in the nar- 
row aisle. The heat was intense, and most of the gentlemen 
were waving small fans. The women, however, despite their 
constricting obi and the weight of their sprawling babies, 
seemed insensible of any discomfort. 

The driver of the bus was a man, but the conductor was a 
yoxmg woman dressed in a uniform of dark blue with pleated 
skirt and jacket and a knitted cap pinned far back on her 
head. She bowed before every passenger, collecting fares; 
chattering meanwhile in an unceasing falsetto monotone 
which I later learned told not only the names of the bus- 
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stops, but also described the points of interest along the route. 
Whenever the bus stopped, she stood rigid beside the con- 
ductor and bowed to every descending passenger, collecting 
his ticket, and saying thank you. To say it, she had to enun- 
ciate the whole of arigato zai mashita, yet, if there were a 
half-dozen descending simultaneously, the last one received 
as elongated a farewell, as courteous a bow, as had the first. 
Whenever we passed another bus, the drivers saluted each 
other, and the conductors exchanged bows. 

Dee was waiting for me at the terminal. I joined her, 
feeling that in that half-hour’s journey I had covered several 
centuries, for we might now have been in any large, modern 
city. Along the curb of the broad paved street before us 
were parked a number of sleek motorcars. Across the way 
was an eight-story stone building that filled the block. Behind 
us another, its great doors guarded by stone lions like those 
I had seen at Trafalgar Square in London. This spot. Dee 
told me, was the heart of modern Tokyo, Wall Street and 
Fifth Avenue combined. Opposite was Mitsui Gomei Kmhay 
housing the bank and offices of the Mitsui interests, most im- 
portant of Japan’s great family-corporations j behind us, the 
Mitsukoshi, the Mitsui defato (department store), the larg- 
est and most modern shopping center in the dty. At this last 
news, I was tempted to go shopping at once, but Dee pointed 
out that the store was closed. Defato in Tokyo are open on 
Sundays and closed on every day in the month that had 
“eight” in it. Since this was the “eighth” I should have to 
postpone my shopping till another day. 

However, we had an hour or two to spend before dinner- 
time, and Dee suggested that we texi to our restaurant so 
that I could view the city. We started off. A walk of two 
blocks, and a turn of a corner, took us back from the twen- 
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tieth century to the medieval world of our neighborhood. 
The broad, paved sidewalk narrowed and became an arcade 
lined with minute, open shops stocked with radishes, bean- 
jelly candy, and fish swimming in tubs. As we passed along, 
the proprietor of one of the stalls came out with a pad of 
water which he threw, regardless of the passers-by, to dampen 
the walk and give a bit of freshness to the sticky air. Ahead 
of us, a matron lifted her dampened kimono skirt delicately 
and bowed to him, apparently apologizing for having been 
in the way. 

Another block or so brought us out onto a bridge that 
spanned a narrow canal and led. Dee explained, to the Ginza, 
Tokyo’s Broadway. The scene from this bridge, she said, 
leading the way to the railing, was worth looking at, for it 
was typical of the kind of startling contrast characteristic of 
the city. I saw what she meant at once. Along the margin of 
the canal, an apparently endless row of weatherbeaten, 
wooden houses leaned against each other at precarious angles 
like some ramshackle Venice, and on their balconies, bits of 
drying red and blue and pink laundry made a homely con- 
trast to the large business buildings directly behind them. 
The canal itself was lively with traffic, for it was. Dee ex- 
plained, one of a system of such waterways that crisscrossed 
the central city and served as a link in the communications 
system. It served, too, as the outlet into which the sewage of 
the central city drained. Down the odorous waters of the 
canal came a constant flow of craft — barges, for the most 
part, poled by grimy men standing in the stern, often as- 
sisted by women with babies strapped to their backs. Similar 
barges were moored alongshore and we could see their occu- 
pants carrying on the details of living— cooking over small 
charcoal braziers, scrubbing clothes in wooden tubs, while 
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children crawled over the coal, or mud, or straw, or what- 
ever freight the barge might happen to carry. Thousands of 
people, Dee told me, lived on such barges, and they were 
one of Tokyo’s chief social problems, acknowledged as such 
by the government that regularly appointed committees to 
investigate and recommend ways of improving conditions. 
But, Dee went on, like slum-clearance projects in many lands, 
such reports were duly noted, docketed, filed away, and for- 
gotten. 

We walked along the Ginza where the buildings were 
stone and stucco and plate-glass, many of them modernistic 
in design, and decorated with advertising signs in neon-tub- 
ing. The street was swarming with people — ^the women usu- 
ally in kimono, the men in kimono with felt or straw hats, 
or in Western suits. There were numerous young men in 
dark uniforms and Dee told me they were university stu- 
dents — ^that all students in Japan, from primary school 
up, were required to wear uniforms — ^blue or black suits 
for the boys and young men, and middies and- skirts or 
bloomers for the girls. There were occasionally comic-strip 
touches in the costumes, as when we passed a young woman 
in a Western-style suit, but wearing wooden clogs on bare 
feet, and another one, who had reversed the order, and wore 
high-heeled shoes with her kimono. We passed one couple — 
the man wearing plus fours, cotton stockings, and a sweater — 
followed a few paces behind by a lady in kimono with a piled 
coiifure, delicious, peach-colored, flat silk sandals, and a 
great, multicolored bundle. She was xmquestionably his wife. 
Dee said, pointing out that it is the custom in Japan for the 
man of the house to walk slightly ahead of his lady. 

Dee now led the way across the street, and went down a 
narrow alley between two large buildings. Modan Japan had 
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vanished and we were back in a labyrinth of narrow winding 
lanes, bordered with doll-houses of bamboo and paper, small 
restaurants and shops, hung with lanterns and decorated with 
potted plants which were sprinkled with eggshells to keep 
away the devils. Here were silks and hand-made paper, color 
prints, lacquer, and hand-painted ohis^ a frivolous, miniature, 
picturesque Japan that seemed completely unaware of the 
plate-glass and neon-tubing so near at hand. 

We rounded a corner and came upon what looked like a 
little park, entered by a toriiy the gate that signifies a shrine. 
Looking through the archway, we saw a small, wooden struc- 
ture decorated with Shinto purification symbols. In front of 
the building were two stone images of foxes, while other 
fox statues stood about the enclosure. This was. Dee ex- 
plained, a shrine sacred to Inari, the Fox God, a powerful 
deity in Japan, believed capable of bewitching the unwary, a 
deity to be placated. 

I stared at the stone foxes fascinated — for a moment for- 
getting all about modan Japan, for the Fox is a favorite 
character in Japanese legends, plays and fairy-tales, and I 
had often read about this deity^s strange exploits. But I had 
thought of this kind of belief as belonging to a Japan that 
had vanished, and it seemed strange to find this shrine here 
in the heart of the modern part of this capital city. 

^^Do the Japanese still worship the Fox?” I asked Dee. 
^^Do they still believe in his magic powers?” 

^^As you see.” Dee pointed to the little cloth bibs that were 
tied around the necks of the images. They were put there, 
she said, by women to propitiate the god, and get his help 
so that child-birth would be painless. There was one Inari 
shrine in the city, she said, that actually carried on a mail- 
order business because its Fox charms were supposed to be 
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so powerful that people sent for them from all over the 
country. 

I persisted, ^^Are such beliefs held only by certain classes 
of people, or are they still general?” 

In answer. Dee told of having seen a questionnaire recently 
issued by the government and sent to all the girls’ high 
schools. One of the questions asked was, “Do you believe the 
Fox God can bewitch you?” This was significant because the 
girls who went to high school were a very small percent 
of the population, and most of them came from well-to-do 
families who would be expected — if any families were — ^to be 
Westernized and mo dan. If the government thought that 
such girls still believed the old legends, it was certain most 
of the others did. 

We strolled on, for a bewildering and fascinating hour, 
ostensibly viewing modan Japan, yet not permitted to for- 
get for a moment that Westernization was foreign to this 
country. We passed a factory that manufactured dry ice 5 it 
was, however, hardly a block distant from the Fox Shrine. 
We saw a i^o^^^^-style movie-theater where the picture fea- 
tured Harold Lloyd 3 but he was talking in Japanese, for 
they had Nipponized the sound track. We stopped for a 
dryu martim in a modm-stylc cafe-restaurant that repre- 
sented a Japanese idea of Hollywood, and sat imder beach- 
umbrellas on canvas-chairs, labeled across the backs with the 
names of American movie stars. The Japanese who patronized 
this place, however, as Dee explained, did so only to sample 
American culture, as in New York the American might dine 
in a Japanese sukiyaki restaurant. The patrons, I thought, 
seemed dreadfully bored. We were the only women, and the 
other guests — students in uniform and men in Western 
clothes — sat moodily sipping what Dee explained was coffee 
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with condensed milk in it, cold but not iced, since ice is too 
great a luxury, a drink that they believed was very popular 
in America. 


3 

We dined on the Ginza, Tokyo’s Broadway, in a modem 
restaurant that would have looked inconspicuous in New 
York. The outside was plate-glass and a neon signj the in- 
side, a succession of booths against the walls, and tables in 
the middle — ^all American to the glass sugar-shakers and 
paper-napkins in thick water glasses. The little maids wore 
beige cotton uniforms — ^very ugly with their complexions — 
and one of them chewed constantly on a dangling bit of blue- 
decorated cotton cloth, a Japanese equivalent of chewing- 
gum, Dee explained. Since this restaurant represented Japa- 
nese-New York, the menus were printed in what the Japanese 
supposed was English, and we had a choice of “Boiled 
chaines,” or “Three cose rice with pickle.” Since we could 
not discover what these were, we ordered sukiyaM. 

The service was interminably slow. We received tea with 
condensed milk already in it (which is the way. Dee ex- 
plained, that the Japanese suppose all foreigners drink it) 
and it was a long struggle before we could get the green tea 
we desired. The waitress brought the utensils for cooking the 
sukvyaki and the ingredients, one at a time, with long pauses 
between, and it was almost an hom* before she got the dish 
properly cooking. I occupied myself looking at the other 
patrons. Again they were all men, except ourselves, and 
again they were all wearing Western clothes or uniforms. 
A group of university students at a table near us kept looking 
in our direction, apparently discussing us. At last one of them 
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caught my eye, looked away quickly in apparent embarrass- 
ment, seemed to consult with his friends, then rose and came 
over to our table. He bowed to me and said, “Please, may I 
speak with you.?” 

Delighted with this adventure, I bowed in return and said, 
“Please.” 

“Please, what do you think of Japan?” he asked. 

“Very interesting,” I replied. “What do you think of 
America?” 

*^Sa! America?” He paused and frowned in an effort of 
concentration. Finally, he brought out slowly, “America fine 
country. You have Henry Ford.” A moment, then he went 
on, “Please, what does America think of Japan?” 

I answered, “America thinks Japan is a very interesting 
country, but Americans do not like what is going on in Man- 
churia.” 

At this the young man stiffened as though I had struck 
him, and his eyes looked away. “I am sorry,” he said, “but 
■ that is a subject about which I have no opinion.” He turned 
on his heel, and went back to his friends. 

“Just a student practicing his English,” Dee explained. 
She went on to say that I must expect it to happen constantly, 
but I must not expect it to be conversation. There were cer- 
tain questions they always asked, really a lesson learned, and 
they were not at all interested in answers, certainly not an- 
swers beyond the merely conventional exchange of polite 
courtesies. 

Our sukiyaki was ready at last — z mess of fat, very tough 
beef, some long, leafy onions, a few balls of beef {zt, and 
a handful of dried chrysanthemum blossoms, drenched in 
sweet sake and soybean sauce. We ate with forks. A large 
cabinet victrola stood conspicuously in the middle of the place. 
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and one of the little maids kept it playing constantly, giving 
us a program of Western music. She was obviously unfamiliar 
with the music and chose the records at random so that a 
movement from the middle of a Brahms symphony was fol- 
lowed by “Blue Moon.’’ When our waitress finally gave us 
our check, she said “O.K.” This word. Dee assured me, was 
perfectly good Japanese for they had accepted it as a “new” 
word and spelt it okai. The “Overture to William Tell” 
pursued us to the door. 

It was a relief to be outside again, and a vast and agree- 
able surprise. While we had been dining, the Ginza had been 
transformed from a dull modan street into a Japanese carni- 
val like our neighborhood fair. There were the same swinging 
lanterns, the same booths and scraps of matting, displaying 
the same silly, colorful, small toys and magic charms. The 
street was swarming with pedestrians in kimonos who were, 
Dee assured me, engaged in a favorite Tokyo pastime called 
ginbura, which means “to wander vaguely from booth to 
booth along the Ginza.” We joined the strollers, gazing at 
the novelties, and I was admiring the skill of a little girl 
who was putting on a show with a puppet — a head, arms, and 
a long gown, into which her hand fitted — ^when I heard Dee 
say, “Why, hello, whatever are you doing here?” I looked 
up to find her shaking hands with a man wearing Western 
clothes, who, at first sight, looked like an amiable boxer; his 
nose was flattened as though by a blow, and a jagged scar ran 
across his left cheek. He was talking to Dee in excellent 
English, and his manner was relaxed and friendly, a contrast 
to the antagonism and tension I had felt with Nobu. Dee in- 
troduced him as Mr. Sato, a friend of Akiko’s husband, and, 
she said, a newspaperman who had studied journalism at 
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Columbia University. When Dee told him that we were 
viewing Tokyo, he asked permission to join us. 

Choosing at random, we dropped into a small cafe with a 
sign at the door reading “Modan Bar — Cafe Cherrio.” It was 
a small room with a bar at one end, a few large leather 
armchairs grouped around minute tables, and a number of 
booths along one wall. We were the only guests, and were 
welcomed as we entered by a group of five or six little Japa- 
nese maids, some in Western evening dress — slinky satin or 
crisp taffeta — ^and some in kimono. Those in kimono bowed 
low, and those in evening dress said, “HeUo.” They ushered 
us to a table, got us seated, and then arranged themselves 
around us like a group posing for an old-fashioned photog- 
rapher — ^some standing, some kneeling, some sitting. They 
stared at us without speaking, looking, I thought, like a group 
of puppets dressed to show the difference between Japanese 
and Western costume. 

“Do you speak English.?” I asked of the group at large. 

“OkaiP said one. 

Another said, “Please,” and they all burst into a fit of 
giggles doubling over like India-rubber dolls, only to freeze 
into immobility once more. Mr. Sato addressed them in Japar- 
nese and reported back that I had heard the extent of their 
English vocabulary, though one of them, it turned out, could 
also say, “Thank you.” 

It was maddening not to be able to talk to them, for I felt 
that I should like nothing better than to join them in a good 
giggle. 

“What are we supposed to do with them?” I asked. 

“Oh, we’ll buy them a drink,” said Mr. Sato, and handed 
me a list of drinks, which was printed in Japanese-English. 
A column headed “Cocataru^* which meant cocktail, listed 
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such mysteries as: “Dreems,” “Coronation,” “East Indian,” 
“Knock Out,” and “Monkey Gland.” We could also have 
“jinger ale,” “Hoss Neck,” “jon coUines,” “prain soda,” 
“brand! kobora,” or “biru.” Choosing a cocatam at random, 
I asked, “What is in Dreems?” 

Mr. Sato passed along the question to our hostesses, two 
of whom scurried over and took the matter up with the bar- 
tender. After a lengthy discussion, punctuated by bursts of 
giggles and doublings, they returned to announce that 
“Dreems” contained vermouth and brandy. “Then what is 
in Coronation? In Knock Out?” I persisted. One at a time 
was all they could manage, and after each question, there was 
the same business of running to the bar, the consultation with 
the bartender and the giggles. It was a fine game. But all the 
drinks were the same, vermouth and brandy j it was only the 
name that was different! We finally ordered him, and our 
hostesses chose the same. Filling this large order required 
many giggles and many excursions to and fro, but finally 
we were all settled, the six hostesses in a frozen group, each 
clutching a glass and gazing at us with the blankness of 
masks. 

They made me somewhat uncomfortable. To conquer this, 
I turned to Sato and said that I didn’t see how the manage- 
ment could afford so many hostesses for so few customers. 

“SaP^ Sato exclaimed, and laughed. “They don’t cost the 
management an5^ing. They only get tips, you know.” 

“But how can they make enough to live on when there 
are no customers?” 

“Oh, they live at home, of course. If they make a yen 
or two a week, they will be pleased. They give it to their 
families, and perhaps their families save it for their trous- 
seaux.” 
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I was contrasting the lives of these girls with that of 
night-club hostesses in New York, and I suppose I looked 
somewhat bewildered. For Sato went on: “These girls are 
modan women, of course, but you must not expect them to be 
unconventional. They will marry the men their families 
choose for them, like proper Japanese daughters.” 

Sato turned and began to talk to them in Japanese. They 
stared at him blankly, answering when addressed directly, 
then freezing into immobility. Only one of them seemed ani- 
mated and anxious to talk. Sato finally reported the conver- 
sation. He said that it embarrassed them to have us there. We 
were the only women customers they had ever served. They 
all lived at home, as Sato had said, and did not, of course, 
have dates with their customers, since the police would not 
permit it. All but one expected to marry the husband chosen 
by their families. That one, who wore a black-satin evening 
dress, said that she did not wish to marry unless she could 
have a wealthy husband — z. salaried man, who could buy her 
pretty clothes. She would prefer, she said, to be a second wife 
of such a man, than the first wife of a poor man. 

“Heavens!” said Dee. “Dangerous thoughts!” 

“Exactly.” Sato nodded with an expression that looked, I 
thought, ironic. “When our nationalists try to close down such 
places as this, because they insist that they are a threat to 
our civilization, they are not as absurd as they seem.” 

At this moment a Japanese man came in. He was wearing 
a kimono and a felt hat, and carried a small fan. He sat 
down in a booth, and at once three of our little hostesses 
deserted us and clustered around him, giggling and chat- 
tering. Looking at the group, I thought of the modan restau- 
rants we had seen in the afternoon, and remembered Sato’s 
remark that we were the only women these hostesses had 



MODAN JAPAN 89 

ever served, and realized we had been the only women every- 
where we had gone. I said to Sato, “Don’t Japanese men 
take their girl friends to mo dan restaurants and cafes?” 

Sato grinned at me amiably. “Japanese men don’t have 
girl friends,” he said. He went on to say that Japanese 
social life is completely different from American. There 
are no casual contacts between young men and women before 
marriage. Husbands and wives are chosen by the families, 
and meet only a few times before marriage, very formally 
in the presence of family and go-between. A Japanese man 
does not expect entertainment or companionship from his 
wife, or from any woman not a professional entertainer. 
When he wants feminine society, he goes to a tea-house 
and sends for a geisha, who is, of course, a professional ac- 
tress — ^trmned from childhood to sing and play musical in- 
struments, and converse politely, more or less like dialogue 
for a play. The modan sort of entertainment, represented by 
the restaurants we had visited in the afternoon, and this bar, 
were not Japanese; they were foreign. There were actually 
only a handful of such places. The hostesses represented an 
entirely new class in Japanese society — respectable, untrained 
women, who were not professional entertainers, who would 
work in such bars for a short time and then marry. They were 
considered a dangerous revolutionary class and the police 
kept a very strict supervision over them, afraid lest their in- 
formal relations with strange men should give them un- 
Japanese ideas — such as the desire to choose their own hus- 
bands. 

As Sato paused for a sip of hirU) I stared around, admiring 
the incredibly expert copies of well-known paintings by 
Matisse and Picasso which decorated the walls— five finger 
exercises for Japanese artists learning to use the Western 
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media of oil paint on canvas. I admired, too, the large Ameri- 
can iron stove, complete with footrests and iron curlicues, but 
without a stove-pipe, that stood in a prominent position 
near us. Noticing my glance. Dee explained that this bar rep- 
resented Japanese-America, and the iron stove had been im- 
ported to make the scene authentic. 

Looking at the stove, at our little marionettes — ^who were 
dangerous women — at the bartender who would mix me a 
“Monkey Gland” cocktail, I suddenly felt again the utter 
confusion I had felt on my first afternoon. Wherever West- 
ernization was combined with anything Japanese, the result 
seemed to be a kind of no-man’s-land of disorder, incon- 
gruity and absurdity. I thought of Nobu now with a kind 
of understanding of his irritability, and imitating his manner 
as well as I could, looked at Dee and said, “This is not the 
real Japan.” 

Dee laughed, “Of course not,” she said. “This is modm 
Japan.” 

Mr. Sato nodded in agreement. “Definitely,” he said. 
“This is Japan A. P.” 

“Japan A. P.?” I asked. 

^‘Sodesu” said Mr. Sato. “Japan After Perry. You West- 
erners date your civilization Before and After Christ, but 
we Japanese date ours Before and After Perry.” His tone was 
ironic. “If you do not like our modm Japan,” he said, “you 
have only yourselves to blame, since it was after all an Amer- 
ican who started the whole business.” 

He was referring, of course, to the fact that the American 
Commodore Perry had come to Japan in the 1850’s seeking 
to establish trade relations. Before this, for almost two and 
a half centuries, Japan, by order of her government, had 
been cut off from the world, living in isolation, having 
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neither diplomatic nor commercial relations abroad. The com- 
ing of Perry resulted in the “Opening of the Door^^ of 
Japan j Western science, machines, ideas, institutions and cus- 
toms came pouring in, with the result that there developed 
in Japan a new civilization entirely different from the one 
that had existed Before Perry. I had known this, of course. 
What bothered me was that, actually, there seemed to be 
very little genuine Westernization. I had supposed, from the 
numerous accounts I had read of modern life in Tokyo, that 
it was a city very much like any other capital. Now I was 
here, however, it seemed to me that most of life was quite 
removed from Westernization, and that the Westernized 
things were not genuinely assimilated, but stuck up like a 
sore thumb, to announce that they were foreign. 

I said this aloud, commenting that Tokyo was much less 
modernized than I had expected, and adding that even in 
the heart of the city, I had seen little that suggested the 
Great-Power Japan that I had heard so much about. 

Sato grinned amiably. Unlike Nobu, he seemed quite will- 
ing to discuss his country. “My country,” he said, “is con- 
fusing to the foreigner, especially to the American or Eng- 
lishman, because you expect to find a Westernized, modern 
nation, not unlike America and England. This is because 
your newspapers are interested chiefly in Japan as a com- 
petitor, either in commerce or imperialism, and therefore 
print only statistics of textile exports, or accounts of our army 
and navy, until these things loom so large that they seem to 
be the entire country. 

“Then, too,” he went on, “generally the correspondents 
for foreign papers stay as closely as possible to moim Japan, 
live in hotels run for foreigners, or in diplomatic compounds, 
and associate only with official or semi-official Japanese whose 



92 YEAR OF THE WILD BOAR 

job it is to make them think that Japan is a modernized, 
great power. Their stories reflect only a small, special, really 
foreign world — rather than the actual Japan. 

“And what,” I said, “is the actual Japan?” 

“The actual Japan,” Sato answered, “is, of course, the com- 
plex of our own Before-Perry civilization, plus our After- 
Perry civilization, plus all the problems and tensions that 
have arisen in our attempt to be both Japanese and Western 
at once. You will find, however, I think, that our own 
civilization is still much more important to us than our 
modern civilization.” 

“The two don’t seem to mix very well, do they?” I com- 
mented. 

“That’s right,” Sato said. “They don’t mix at all. We’ll 
have to exclude Western civilization or give up our own.” 

“Yours is very picturesque,” I said. 

“Yes. But not streamlined enough for this age. Our ki- 
monos are graceful, but they trip us when we run.” He emp- 
tied his glass. “It is, of course, modan Japan that is most 
dangerous to us. That is, the Japan that takes over Western 
customs and ideas. We have been able to use your industrial 
techniques and the forms of your institutions, but we can- 
not use your customs of day-by-day life. We cannot aflord 
them, and they make us uncomfortable, physically and psy- 
chologically.” He glanced at our hostesses and then gestured 
toward us, grinning broadly, “Here are you two women 
visiting this place with a man. Unheard-of behavior! And 
suppose these young women begin to ask questions about you 
— suppose they learn that you are respectable foreign women 
who are permitted to go about freely as you choose. Do you 
think it might not upset their present contentment?” 

“Well, would it?” I asked. 
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He shrugged. “At least, our nationalists think it would.” 

We were interrupted by the bartender who came over to 
bow apologetically and present the check. It was eleven- 
thirty, and he must close the bar. 

“Police regulation,” Sato e3cplained as we prepared to 
leave. “The town closes up tight at eleven-thirty.” 

Our hostesses escorted us to the door, and bowed us away 
with many courteous giggles and cries of “Hello” and 
“Okai.” We walked to the Ginza where Dee said we might 
find a taxi to take us home. She explained, as we went, that 
I had now seen almost the extent of foreign-style night life 
in Tokyo. There were, she said, one or two dance halls 
where Western-style dancing was permitted; and there were, 
of comse, movies. The only Western-style theater was a little 
group of intellectuals who occasionally put on a piece by 
Shaw or Gorki; and a troupe of girl actresses who put on 
strange versions of American revues and Italian operas. 
Everything was closed by eleven-thirty. 

“So, you see,” Sato said, laughing, as he put us into a 
taxi, “our modan Japan is not so very modern after all.” 

4 

Other visits to modan Tokyo only confirmed the impres- 
sions of my first afternoon and evening. The centers of West- 
ernization were scattered pin-pricks on the sprawling map of 
the dty. The modernized, central business section where the 
office buildings had central heating and plumbing seemed al- 
most smothered by the enaoaching waves of small shops and 
wmding alleys; and hardly anything lacked a Japanese touch 
to remind me that the West was an intruder. The non-Japa- 
nese population— few thousand, at most— was lost in this 
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dty of seven million, so that, unless you lived at the Im- 
perial Hotel or within a diplomatic compound closely asso- 
ciated with the foreign colony, you could wander about the 
dty for months without ever seeing an American or Euro- 
pean. Except on those occasions when I deliberately sought 
them out, I saw scarcely a half-dozen foreigners all the 
time I was in Japan. 

The first time I ventured on an errand to the central part 
of the city alone, I felt quite courageous. Yet, as it turned 
out, getting around Tokyo in general was rather easy. In 
fact, the most genuinely Westernized thing in Japan ap- 
peared to be the Tokyo transportation system. Bus and trol- 
ley services were excellent. There was a short stretch of im- 
maculate subway} and an elevated electric train drcled and 
bisected the dty with a service so efficient that you seldom 
waited longer than five minutes for a train. The cars were 
usually crowded, so that it was often necessary to stand, but 
this was no surprise for a New Yorker. Everywhere people 
were unfailingly helpful in trying to understand where the 
“guest of Japan” wanted to go. An official at a station of the 
elevated would look at my ticket, seize my elbow with a 
white-gloved hand, and race me down the platform to the 
proper car} on the train, someone would always read my 
ticket, and nudge me at the proper station. The little bus 
conductorettes would fuss over me like attentive mother hens, 
and were, in fact, too solicitous, for, since you must buy a 
ticket to a definite stop, they were quite upset whenever I 
wished to alight at some intermediate point, which was usual, 
since if I did not know the name of the bus-stop I wanted, 
I would of course buy a ticket to the terminal. To find a 
private dwelling, however, was always difficult, and often 
the Japanese or foreigner with whom I had an engagement 
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would suggest meeting me in some well-known, central place 
in the heart of the city. 

For the next day or two after our meeting with Mr. 
Sato, we continued to visit various modan sights, since Dee 
felt that I should see the presumably familiar Japan first. It 
turned out, however, to be anything but familiar. We went 
to a performance of the Girls Opera Company, which repre- 
sents Western-style theater in Japan. It began at five in the 
afternoon 3 and at six there was an hour-interval while every- 
one had dinner in some one of a half-dozen different restau- 
rants within the theater. Our places were in the dress-circle, 
very comfortable Western-style seats 3 the young man sitting 
beside me, however, in a moment of abstraction during the 
performance, slipped off his clog and swung his bare foot up 
onto his lap. I noticed a theater-party of three couples, 
elderly ladies and their husbands. The gentlemen sat to- 
gether in the front row and their ladies sat together be- 
hind them. A geisha sat near us, attended by an ancient 
woman. She was resplendent in a theatrically elaborate ki- 
mono and obi^ with whorls and mountains of lacquered hair, 
shot through with combs and pins and small round paper 
fans on splinters of bamboo. During the performance, she 
put on spectacles with heavy, dark tortoise-shell rims, which 
made an effect so incongruous with her costume and style 
it was as disturbing as some surrealist nightmare. The young 
women actresses in the company were considered ^^modan 
women.” They were modany however, only because they 
were actresses. In the classic Japanese theater, women were 
not permitted to play roles, and the female parts were played 
by men. For women to appear on the stage was a revolu- 
tionary social change. To guard them against “dangerous 
thoughts” these modan actresses were required to live in 
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dormitories, and were not allowed to have dates with gentle- 
men admirers. 

This same situation was the rule among the movie ac- 
tresses also. We visited a lot and saw them shooting a modan- 
style movie 5 we learned, however, that the majority of the 
actresses lived together in a dormitory, and that the lives 
of all of them were supervised carefully by a “moral- 
discipline’^ department. 

The most important lesson I learned during these first 
days was that I could never assume that an English word, 
as used by a Japanese, had the meaning it would have in 
America. To know what a Japanese meant by any English 
word, it was necessary to discover what it meant from the 
Japanese point of view. The word modan was a conspicu- 
ous example of this. They might talk of modan this and 
that, but the word did not mean ^^modern,” it meant sim- 
ply anything at all that was not lOO-percent shukan. It was 
only by remembering this that I could keep any perspective 
about Japan. 

Life soon settled down into a routine that was, however, 
far from monotonous. Dee spent a few hours each day at her 
office, leaving Akiko and me to keep house and explore the 
city. Friends came to pay their respects to the American, and 
to offer and accept entertainment. I had letters of introduc- 
tion, some of which I sent out now, with interesting results. 
I read newspapers, magazines, and books written in English 
and French by Japanese. Dee and I attended lectures and ex- 
hibitions of Flower Arrangement and Dancing offered freely 
to the interested foreigner by numerous ^^Culture” societies 
organized by the government and Big Business. We went 
to see performances of the classic theater and Japanese 
movies. We dined all over the city in innumerable little res- 



MODAN JAPAN 97 

taurants and shops, both Japanese-style and Japanese-mo^^;?. 
We attended a Tea Ceremony, escorted by Nobu, and for- 
mally viewed the lotus in Uneo Park. We tex?d continuously 
in all sections of the city, taking part in innumerable ennichi 
and o-matsuriy browsing in bookshops, viewing the scarlet- 
bottomed baboons in the zoo, the art exhibitions in the mu- 
seums, and the magic spring in the basement of one of the 
largest de^atOy visiting both slums and the best residential 
districts — everywhere increasingly fascinated and astonished. 

The more we wandered about the city, the more surpris- 
ing it seemed as the capital of an aggressive, empire-building, 
modern nation. One could not compare it at all with any of 
the other world capitals — cities like London, New York, 
Paris, Berlin or Rome. These cities have in common the 
qualities of space, magnificence, extravagance — the expression, 
in architectural terms, of expansive, far-flung aspirations and 
actual conquests. Tokyo was different in kind. Nowhere was 
there any visible sign of wealth or power. The largest build- 
ings were dignified rather than impressive j there were no 
skyscrapers, the country itself forbade them because of the 
ever-present danger of earthquakes. Many of the govern- 
ment buildings were ramshackle, and in their shabby, wooden 
corridors kettles of water for tea boiled over charcoal braziers. 
The temples and shrines were places of delight, but you 
could not compare them with the great cathedrals and pal- 
aces of Europe — their charm was the beauty of the natural 
surroundings and the art with which the structures had been 
harmonized with the setting. 

National shrines and monuments commemorating histori- 
cal events were everywhere, yet they did not correspond with 
similar monuments in Western nations. Only rarely did they 
commemorate some actual person or understandable event. 
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There were shrines to foxes, to deified horses, ancient trees, 
deified statesmen whose lives were invariably filled with su- 
pernatural occurrences, and to deified Emperors. The trivial 
and the important were equally honored j and if the Em- 
peror Meiji was remembered with a shrine, so also was 
the cherry tree in which a twelfth-century warrior hung his 
staff. History was everywhere, yet there was no convincing 
evidence of the centuries piled on centuries that underlie 
Japanese civilization. The monuments, being wood, looked 
impermanent and insubstantial, as the historic events com- 
memorated seemed implausible and fantastic. 

The charm of Tokyo was subtle. It was the charm of 
the miniature 5 of color and slow motion 5 of astonishing con- 
trasts. If there were modan bars, where the mobo (modern 
boy) could munch a hcmiu sandwich, there were also tem- 
ples where worshipers could stand under an ice-cold water- 
fall in the ritual of purification. The music of the modern 
world was apparent in the clang of metal striking metal, in 
radio loudspeakers shrilling jazz or bawling admonitions to 
patriotism, in bicycle bells and taxi horns. These sounds were 
there, but they did not dominate. Beneath them, penetrat- 
ing and insidious, were the shrilling of the insects, the thin, 
melancholy flute, the tomtom beat of the small wooden 
drums. 




“There is an animal called Ushi-uma on the Tanagashima Is- 
land, Kagoshima prefecture. The island is famous because Western 
guns were £rst brought to the island and they were called Tanaga- 
shima during the Tokugawa days. But Ushi-uma is also making 
the island very famous, as it is a species of animal that is not found 
anywhere else. Although it is called Ushi-uma (cattle-horse) it is 
not a cross breed of cattle and horse. Despite its misleading name, 
it is a horse, but its features resemble much those of cattle. Thus 
it may be called a kind of horse. 

“The outstanding feature of Ushi-uma which makes it look so 
unlike a horse is that it has no mane. Then what makes it look so 
funny and strange is that its tail is utterly different from the ordi- 
nary horse tail. The tail is more like that of a cattle, not having 
the long hairs. 
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‘‘One seeing the animal for the first time will be unable to say 
whether it is a horse or a cattle, but scientists say that it is a horse, 
with only unusual features. Even scientists are unable to explain 
how and why this strange specie of horse has appeared on the 
Tanagashima and nowhere else. Because of their uniqueness, those 
Ushi-uma are now being preserved and protected by the Govern- 
ment. 

“The Tanagashima which was formerly famous for guns it in- 
troduced to Japan, is thus now famous for a unique kind of horse 
that does not look like a horse but more like a cattle.” — News story 
in The Jafan Times, 


1 

Dee subscribed to a daily newspaper. The Jafan Times cmd 
Maily a paper published in English, but written and edited 
by Japanese, and known to represent one segment of ojfEcial 
Japan. Its pages were a daily cross-section of Japanese inter- 
ests, and reading it at breakfast was the perfect beginning for 
a Japanese day. Matters of the greatest moment were cheek- 
by-jowl with delightful animal stories and announcements 
of festivals where beans were thrown at the worshipers from 
the steps of a temple to frighten away the devils and 
cure acid indigestion. The J;apanese mind seemed to turn 
with the greatest of ease from such realities as the arrival 
of a British commission to investigate the textile industry, or 
the activities of the Army in Asia, to fantasy and mythology. 
^^Lotus-Popping Begins Tomorrow,’’ a headline proclaimed, 
and the little article urged everyone, as a patriotic duty, to 
arise at dawn and troop to the parks to listen ^^to the gentle 
pop of the opening lotus.” An editorial called attention to 
the great increases in trafEc accidents. Near-by was the an- 
nouncement of a festival in honor of a ninth-century states- 
man who had been deified at Patron Saint of Learning, and 
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who was able to protect the faithful from being struck by 
lightning. 

In settling down in a foreign country, it is necessary to 
make certain physical and psychological adjustments. On my 
former travels, I had never had any difficulty about either, 
and had not expected to find my experience in Japan an 
exception. Nor was it entirely so, for the physical adjustment 
I made rather easily. The problem of baths and beds and 
shoes — which at first had seemed a hurdle — ^was already 
solved as soon as I accepted the fact that Tokyo was not 
a modern city, and that every detail of Japanese custom 
was special to Japan. I soon found myself automatically re- 
moving my shoes to enter even very Western-looking places, 
as I was soon bowing as rhythmically and unthinkingly and 
perpetually as any Japanese. In time the carpenter came, and 
despite many pauses for a spot of “meditative-sitting,” he 
managed at last to saw through my closet shelf and give me 
a pole to hang my clothes on. Our occasional bath was thrice 
welcome, not only because it always seemed a special treat, 
but because squatting in the wooden vat in water close to 
boiling was an experience that did, actually, conduce to that 
pleasant frame of mind that the Japanese call “emptiness,” 
and the weak-headed Westerner associates with the joys 
of mild insobriety. I became reconciled to the constant rain 
and smothering humidity. I discovered a position in which 
I could be not too uncomfortable sitting on the mats. In 
short, my physical adjustment was soon accomplished. The 
psychological adjustment, however, was another matter. 

Living in Peking, ten years before, I had fallen into the 
habit of saying, what everybody there said, that Japan was 
merely inferior China. This referred, of course, to the fact 
that the Before-Perry Japanese had taken so much of their 
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civilization from China, as the After-Perry Japanese had 
borrowed from Europe and America. What they had bor- 
rowed, however, in both periods was largely certain institu- 
tions, certain techniques for organizing their society or per- 
forming labor. As they had taken Confucianism from China 
in their Before-Perry period, so in their modern, they took 
the Western institution of compulsory education and set 
up their system of schools and colleges following Western 
models j as they had taken silk and tea from the Chinese, 
so they took steam-engines, dynamos and power-looms from 
the West. These were basic elements in their civilization, yet 
they did not make Japan in the least like China or America, 
And it was not until I put both China and America out of 
my mind that I began to make an adjustment to Japan, for 
the superficial resemblances, the surface familiarities, only 
made the predominating Japanese civilization the more con- 
fusing. 

There were, of course, certain differences that you could 
put your finger on and accept as merely a difference in cus- 
tom. I could accept, for instance, the fact that Japanese and 
American social relations were organized very differently, 
and that the Japanese wife was not a hostess, and did not ac- 
company her husband on his outings except on some special 
occasion decreed by skukan as a “family” affair. I could ac- 
cept the fact that there was little informal visiting between 
families, and that almost all recreation was formal and com- 
munal — ^special festivals of one sort or another. Once one 
understood these conventions, it was as easy to adjust to them 
as to the physical fact of taking off one’s shoes. My psycho- 
logical discomfort was caused by something more serious than 
a mere divergence in custom j something more serious even 
than the confusion caused by the incongruous mixture of 
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Western and Japanese. It was caused by what appeared to 
be a simple fact — ^that the Japanese individually and col- 
lectively were able, to a very great extent, to live in an 
imaginary world remote from practical reality. 

Most of Dee’s friends were modan Japanese} that is, they 
— ^at least, the men — ^usually wore Western clothes when they 
visited us, and spoke some English. Most of them were of 
the professional and business classes, the same sort of peo- 
ple we would have known at home. Yet, their interests and 
points of view were as dissimilar from ours as possible, and 
the things we did together, even when they were such fa- 
miliar things as dining or viewing fireworks, were basically 
unlike similar things in America. They were all courteous, 
almost embarrassingly generous, anxious that these “guests 
of Japan” — a phrase I often heard — should like their coun- 
try, and yet I was often troubled by a feeling that they 
were all living in some world of their own from which 
I was excluded. I do not mean by this that we were ex- 
cluded from their actual world — ^we were admitted freely 
to their homes, we were taken to special family celebrations, 
we were escorted to all kinds of traditional Japanese social 
and religious festivities. The world that excluded us was a 
world of the imagination, a world of values entirely dif- 
ferent from those of an American — ^values which they found 
as difficult to explain as I, at first, to understand} and the 
fact that they so often looked so American only made their 
preoccupations seem the more mysterious. 

Moreover, it was not only Dee’s friends of whom this 
was true. It seemed equally true of all classes. Reading the 
newspapers and magazines, attending lectures given by Japa- 
nese University professors, wandering about the city, I was 
constantly startled to discover that if the Japanese lived in 
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a world of reality, they seemed also to live in a world of the 
imagination — a, world that made no distinction between fact 
and fantasy, between history and mythology, between actual 
persons and events and imaginary persons and events — or, for 
the matter, between actual things and imaginary things. 

2 

One of the first to entertain us was Nobu, who invited 
us to view the “real Japan” by dining with him at his fa- 
vorite restaurant. By “real Japan,” he meant un-Westernized 
Japan, and he called for us looking like a theatrical poster — 
wearing a kimono of oyster-white pebble crepe, with a black 
sash and fan, and white clogs with a black thong on his bare 
feet. 

We went to the restaurant in a taxi (though for Nobu, I 
thought, a lacquered sedan chair would have been more 
suitable) and, as we went, Nobu talked of his country’s cul- 
ture, commenting on the difference between it and America. 

“We Japanese,” he said, “are not materialists like you 
Westerners. We value things, not for their monetary worth, 
but for their historical and traditional associations, for their 
overtones and symbolism.” 

Entirely at ease this evening, feeling perhaps that Dee 
had warned me not to press him for political opinions, or 
perhaps because he was genuinely pleased to be showing me 
his “real Japan,” he continued to talk easily, telling me that 
in his country dining was an art. 

‘We Japanese,” he said, “are not interested in food. What 
is important to us is the arrangement of the bowls on the 
trays, the color and texture of food and garnish, the etiquette 
with which it is served.” 
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He went on to say that most dishes served at formal din- 
ners were traditional, and that, during the thousands of years 
of Japanese history, there had grown up around each dish a 
host of memories of other occasions on which it had been 
served, at some Imperial banquet, for instance, or some gath- 
ering of poets or sages, where there had been poems writ- 
ten and moral maxims invented, inspired by the dishes. When 
eating a certain dish, therefore, one thought of all this, and 
could by this means enjoy the society of the ancient wise 
ones. 

The restaurant was an enchanting place, a rambling one- 
story structure set in a formal garden, that seemed spadous 
(although it was actually tiny), because of the art with 
which a path of rough stones curved among the dwarfed 
pines, the stone lanterns, and small ponds of glittering gold- 
fish. The building was fragile and ghostly in the dusk, the 
paper walls luminous from the glow of lights within; and, 
on one wall was silhouetted the shadow of a figure with ex- 
travagantly piled hair, holding a samisen. There was the 
tinkle of the samisen and the chirping of crickets that were 
hanging in tiny, bamboo cages in the garden. The whole ef- 
fect was stylized and artificial, finished and decorative as 
though it had been consdously designed for a stage set. 

Nobu announced our presence with a cry, and at once the 
sliding panels of the entrance were pushed back to disclose 
a corps of little maids in light, colorful kimonos, kneeling 
on the polished floor, bowing until their foreheads almost 
touched, murmuring involved phrases of formal welcome. 
Madame, the proprietress, appeared among them, an elderly 
woman in deep purple and brown kimono, with piles of im- 
probable hair. Nobu was known, and there was a great to-do 
of welcome. The little maids took our shoes away from us, 



io6 YEAR OF THE WILD BOAR 

gave us flannel, heelless slippers and, fluttering and cooing, 
led us down a corridor — 3, polished tunnel walled with lumi- 
nous paper — ^that turned and twisted, exposing through an 
occasionally open wall, brief glimpses of interior courtyards, 
or small, gleaming rooms. 

The maids paused at last and we all kicked off our slippers. 
They knelt gravely in the corridor while one of them opened 
a sliding panel. Nobu called my attention to this door-open- 
ing. He said that the correct way to open and close doors 
had been formulated in the fourteenth century, and that 
all Japanese women were taught how to do it. First, the 
hands resting before the kneeling figure on the mats 5 then, 
since the door opened to the left, the right hand pushing 
the door an exact fraction of the required distance j then, 
the right hand returning to the mats while the left hand com- 
pleted the movement. Nobu explained that every detail of 
housekeeping and social relations had been worked out cen- 
turies before by the great masters of court etiquette, and 
that these details were still an essential part of the education 
of every Japanese woman. Nobu gave me this explanation 
with dignity. It obviously did not seem odd to him that 
modern people should behave in accordance to rules laid 
down in the fourteenth century. 

Qur small room was a bland expanse of matting — silky as 
milkweed fluff. In one corner was an alcove decorated with 
a picture scroll and a flat, shallow dish with one gigantic 
rose-colored lotus and a spray of reeds. One wall was open 
and led to a shallow veranda disclosing a scrap of garden, 
and — Nobu waved an arm dramatically as though he had 
personally arranged it — a, full moon, straw-colored like the 
mats, bland and composed against a pale night sky. 

With a great waving of sleeves, the maids brought cush- 
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ions, pale tea, small handleless cups, and crunchy, golden 
crackers. Nobu and Madame exchanged civilities, giving the 
effect, I thought, of carefully rehearsed dialogue. We were 
seated on the mats. A final flutter and coo and bow, and 
Madame and the maids had gone — shutting the door behind 
them. It was exactly as though the curtain had fallen on the 
prologue to the first act of a ballet. 

Dinner was theater, too. Three of the corps de ballet 
brought us little trays on squat legs, which they placed be- 
fore us in an exact pattern, shifting them and us until we 
were all in exact relation to each other — ^part of a triangular 
design. At last a little maid knelt beside and slightly be- 
hind each of us. Ceremoniously they lifted the small bottles 
from their bamboo containers and filled our thimble-sized 
cups with warm sake. There was silence while we enjoyed 
the spectacle — ^lacquer trays arranged with covered bowls and 
porcelain dishes, each one in precisely its correct and tradi- 
tional place. There were splotches of brilliant color, cerise 
and green 3 there was a flash of green- white ice. Then Dee 
and Nobu bowed to each other, murmuring traditional 
phrases. Simultaneously the maids removed the lacquer 
covers of the bowls. The curtain had risen. The drama of 
dinner could begin. 

I turned my attention to the tray. What I had at first 
supposed to be ice was actually corrugated glass to simulate 
ice. On it reposed paper-thin strips of raw fish, both white 
and red, arranged in a formal pattern, and garnished with a 
spray of vivid green seaweed. Nobu said that raw fish m\ast 
always have some garnish of seaweed or transparent noodles, 
or else it was merely a dish for the vulgar. Besides the 
fish, there was a volcano-shaped mound of grated white 
radish — one poured soybean sauce over this, Nobu demon- 
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strated — to make a dressing for the fish. There was also a 
bowl of clear soup, decorated with colorful tidbits of bean- 
curd and seaweed. 

There was no conversation. Nobu delicately wielded his 
chopsticks in his inordinately long fingers, gazing at the deli- 
cacies with a sort of brooding intensity that suggested he was 
dining — ^in his imagination — ^with some fourteenth-century 
Emperor. My attempts at talk fell flat. I soon saw that it 
was not shi^km to confuse the poetry of dining with the 
prose of conversation. There were many courses. The little 
maids at intervals removed our empty dishes and brought 
us new ones, all of them attractively decorated with some 
different garnish — ^red ginger, a scrap of brown shiny fish 
that looked as though it had been lacquered, or something 
not edible at all like a bit of bamboo leaf. Except for the 
soup and the raw fish of the first course, however, all the 
dishes were beancurd. They were all prepared in some dif- 
ferent way, fried or pickled, warm or cool — and they were 
all decorated with some special garnish — still, they were 
beancurd. That is, they were all beancurd to me. To Nobu 
each one was an esthetic or moral experience, as he finally 
explained, telling me that each dish had a different name, a 
poetic or fanciful name, suggesting some line of poetry, some 
admonition of an ancient wise man, or describing some land- 
scape. There was, for instance, a dish called Sas(i no yuki 
ankake toju^ that coxild be translated, ^ffhe snow softly covers 
the pale bamboo.^^ Nobu said that if, as one tasted the dish, 
one thought of the landscape described by its name, the 
pleasure was enormously enhanced, I ate my next course 
thoughtfully, not, I am afraid, concentrating on the dish be- 
fore me, but instead planning a menu for a dinner party to 
be given on my return to New York. It should consist only 
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of potatoes. I would call the boiled potatoes, ^^Niagara Falls 
at dawn 3” the mashed potatoes, penny saved is a penny 
earned 3” and the fried potatoes, ^^Tears, idle tears, I know 
not what they mean.” ... I turned off these thoughts with 
a feeling of guilt, for Nobu was taking all this quite seri- 
ously. 

There came at last the moment when we had drunk all 
the sakey and eaten ever3^hing edible. There was, however, 
an empty bowl on the tray, and since I was still hungry, I 
was hoping for some surprise, possibly a sweet, and the 
empty bowl suggested that I was not to be disappointed. Nor 
was I, for at this moment a little maid brought in a gigantic 
round covered lacquered box, which she carried on a tray 
with the manner of one bearing the crown jewels. Nobu 
smiled broadly and permitted himself a of satisfaction. 
Consumed with curiosity and anticipation, it was with the 
greatest difficulty that I restrained my impatience until the 
little maid, after many genuflections and sleeve-wavings, 
and an exchange of ritualistic dialogue with Nobu, removed 
the cover. The box was full of steaming rice. The maid 
ceremoniously presented a tray to Nobu who took up his 
empty bowl between the palms of his two hands and placed 
it on the tray. There was an exchange of bows, accompanied, 
I supposed, by poetic thoughts. The same ritual was fol- 
lowed with Dee and me. The rice served, ceremony vanished 
for a time, as Nobu held his bowl close to his lips and 
shoveled with dexterous chopsticks. He ate several bowl- 
fuls, and at the conclusion of dinner, tea was served in the 
rice bowls, and the occasional floating kernels of rice (sug- 
gesting perhaps a fleet of butterfly boats in the Inland Sea) 
seemed to add to Nobtfs enjoyment of the drink. 

Dinner over, the little maids gathered up the trays, and 



no YEAR OF THE WILD BOAR 

kneeling, bowing, and waving sleeves, withdrew as they 
had come, carefully closing the door behind them. 

3 

We were next invited to dine in the home of Mr. and 
Mrs. Kiyooka. Koki Kiyooka was the brother of Dee’s friend, 
Chiyoj he wore Western clothes, spoke English well, and, 
a gentleman of means, was also a student and writer. Tama, 
his wife, spoke no English, wore kimono, and had had a 
conventional upbringing. Their home was in a suburb a short 
distance from Tokyo. It was a two-story, stucco, modmu- 
style house, set in a garden of grass — an English garden, 
Mr. Kiyooka described it to us — ^with, however, a Japanese 
touch in the tall grasses at the end of it. In one corner under 
a stunted maple tree was a small pool where fan-tailed gold- 
fish swam. Dee and I, upon arrival, were received in a West- 
ern-style room with a hardwood floor covered with rugs 
and Western furniture. Nevertheless, we had left our shoes 
at the outer door. Our dinner was served on a Western-style 
table, yet we ate with chopsticks, and the dishes were all 
Japanese — ^raw egg and seaweed was one of them. Since 
this was a Western-style dinner, in our honor, the service 
was simple, and there was no mention of fanciful names for 
the dishes. Nevertheless, the emphasis of the evening was 
fantasy. 

Getting ready for this party, Dee consulted lengthily with 
Akiko: what gifts would be suitable for us to present on this 
occasion? It was shukm^ Dee explained to me, to take one’s 
hostess a gift if one dined in her home, though if you dined 
at a restaurant, it was not necessary. The gift was usually 
of small monetary value, but must be suitable for the occa- 
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sion, or you would prove yourself without breeding. Akiko 
was in some doubt about this occasion until Dee happened 
to mention the pool in our hostess’ garden. That decided it. 
There waSj by chance, a full moon. Our hostess would natu- 
rally wish to show us the rays of the moon reflected in her 
pool. Therefore, for Dee, Akiko chose a kind of beanjelly 
candy called ^^Mizu-no-tsuki^^ or ^^Moon-on-the-Water,” 
and for me, a soft beanjelly called ^^Mizu-yokar^^ or water 
jelly, a sort of sweet especially suitable for the early sum- 
mer, and suggesting, too, the little pond. Our gifts were 
beautifully wrapped by the shop where Akiko bought them 
for us — ^with colored cords in marvelously intricate knots, and 
as a final touch, Akiko thrust through the cord of Dee’s 
package one slender reed, as a last symbol of the pool. 

The gifts were well received, and we were taken out to 
bow to Tsuki SamSy the Goddess Moon — ^lovely on the little 
pond. All this I liked, yet I had expected also that with 
Mr. Kiyooka — an educated man and a writer — there might 
be some discussion of Japan, some analysis, perhaps, of the 
reasons for certain customs, with, possibly, comparisons with 
America. Instead, however, there was for some time merely 
the polite conventional exchange of appreciation for the gifts, 
of inquiries about health and family, followed by the con- 
ventional questions to me, ^What have you seen in Japan? 
What do you think of Japan? What does America think of 
Japan?” — so obviously expecting only conventional answers, 
that all I could do was to nod and smile like a veritable 
Japanese. When, following dinner. Dee attempted to draw 
Mr. Kiyooka into more serious talk, he assumed precisely 
the attitude that Nobu had assumed. ^^No foreigner can un- 
derstand Japanese culture,” he said, more bored apparently 
than arrogant, ^^The foreigner,” he went on, “is interested in 
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facts, whereas we know that facts are of no importance. What 
is important, is intuition.” 

He was writing, he said, a book in the French language to 
expound this thesis. 

On the way home, thinking about the evening, I com- 
mented to Dee on what a very Japanese evening it had been. 
Dee, thereupon, turned to me with some astonishment. It 
had been a very modan party, she said. I finally discovered 
why. It was modUn^ because the Kiyookas had a modan- 
style house, because we dined from a table, sitting on chairs; 
and especially, it was modan because we had been enter- 
tained by both Tama San and her husband together, sitting 
at the same table in their home. This sort of mixed enter- 
tainment, Dee assured me, was not the custom in Japan, and 
by giving us this rare sort of dinner party, Mr. Kiyooka 
was being, not only cosmopolitan, but positively radical. 

4 

Our next entertainment served to confirm the rarity of the 
Kiyookas’ husband-and-wife dinner party. It served also 
to assure me that ritual etiquette and make-believe were not 
merely esoteric escapist entertainment for the well-to-do. 
The party was arranged by Mr. Nikko, an exporter who had 
traveled in Europe and England, and who had known in 
London a ceramic artist interested in Japanese pottery mak- 
ing, and who happened also to be a friend of Dee. It was 
through this friend that Dee had met Mr. Nikko. He was 
a stocky, good-humored gentleman, who spoke excellent 
English and wore Western clothes. He arrived at the house 
one afternoon at 4:30 in some excitement. He had come, he 
said, to greet the American and take us to view a famous 
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historical annual event, called ^^The Opening of the Sumida.” 
This annual festival announced the coming of summer. The 
special feature was an exhibition of fireworks held on the 
banks of the Sumida — the river that coils through Tokyo. 

^^You must come with me at once,” he said urgently, ex- 
plaining that for this event it was always difficult to get 
places. 

To get places, involved dinner. The festival itself was 
not until the following Saturday, but since the bleacher seats 
(which had been erected for the occasion along the river) 
were already sold out, we must get our places in one of the 
numerous river-restaurants. We dined, therefore, on a barge 
moored to the bank of the river. In between courses Mr. 
Nikko conducted an involved formal conversation with our 
waitress who knelt on the mats beside him, during which 
it was arranged that we might have seats for the festival on 
the roof of the restaurant. Though this seemed to me a 
somewhat indirect attack on the problem of getting tickets 
for a fireworks exhibition, there was no question but that to 
both Mr. Nikko and the waitress the make-believe and play- 
acting were an important part of the entertainment. 

When we said goodnight to Mr. Nikko, promising to be 
at the restaurant at three on Saturday, Dee sent a greeting 
to Mrs. Nikko. It surprised and rather disconcerted me to 
learn that Mr. Nikko was married, for I felt we had been 
rude to go off and enjoy oixrselves without his wife. 
Akiko, however, when I commented to her about it, assured 
me Mrs. Nikko would not have expected to accompany her 
husband on this occasion. The wife, she said, accompanied the 
husband only on certain specific occasions which were all 
carefixUy defined by custom j and making arrangements for 
the festival was, of course, a man^s job, even though the ar- 
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rangements meant a dinner party and even though this par- 
ticular festival was one of the family holidays. Since, how- 
ever, it was a “family” occasion, Akiko was included in our 
invitation, although she had not been included in the din- 
ner party. 

When we arrived at the restaurant on Saturday, we found 
there waiting for us, both Mr. and Mrs. Nikko and a man 
friend. I hoped, of course, to talk to Mrs. Nikko, a dignified 
middle-aged woman. She, however, made it clear at once that 
conversation was not expected. She spoke no English, and I 
could understand her unwillingness to cope with my at- 
tempts at Japanese, but even to Dee’s fluency she responded 
only by bows and courtesy smiles. Our places were in a small 
box, crowded beside a dozen others on the roof of the restau- 
rant. It was a “foreign-style” box, which meant that we 
had two benches in addition to a scrap of matting in front. 
Mr. Nikko arranged us — ^Dee and Akiko and I on the back 
bench j Mr. Nikko and his friend in front of us (this was 
Japanese custom) 3 Mrs. Nikko chose the scrap of matting, 
where she knelt, arranged the folds of her brown and white 
silk kimono (the colors somber as suitable to her age and 
dignity) and sat throughout the afternoon and evening, 
neither speaking nor moving, except when we had refresh- 
ments — sandwiches which we had brought, and tea, beer, 
cold rice and colorful bits of fish and fungus put up in small 
boxes which Mr. Nikko bought for us. 

The festival itself began at three in the afternoon and 
lasted till ten. From three o’clock on, the fireworks were set 
off at regular intervals; first, twenty minutes 3 then, ten 3 
and finally, with only a minute or two between the explo- 
sions. From three till seven, of course, the roman candles and 
rockets were visible only as a puff of smoke. This, however. 
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did not disconcert our friends and neighbors, who had pur- 
chased, for a few sen, a very thick ^^program of events” in 
which every rocket, every roman candle, every sparkler, was 
named with a poetic name and described with a fanciful 
fairy-tale. The Japanese could read the descriptions, listen 
to the boom, see the puiS of smoke, and in their imagination, 
picture a burst of fireworks more splendid than any ever 
seen by mortal eye. 

This festival was not an entertainment for the well-to-do 
upper classes. It was a “popular” show, and there were hun- 
dreds of thousands of people crowded on barges in the river, 
filling the extensive bleachers, swarming in the streets along 
the shore, and Mr. Nikko made it clear that no Japanese 
would find anything odd in the idea of spending four hours 
viewing invisible fireworks. 


5 

Dee’s most delightful friend was Mr. Muro. He was a 
teacher of English in a Tokyo higher school (the grades 
above high school and just before the University), Dee ex- 
plained, in introducing us, leaving her place at the breakfast 
table to greet him — for he had dropped in at seven in the 
morning. He accepted a chair at the table, beaming at us like 
a delightful and animated kewpie — ^bulging pink cheeks and 
narrow eyes rayed with innumerable laughing wrinkles. “So 
glad,” he said. “I often desire to know what foreigner eat for 
medicine.” He was interested in the tosuto^ which he had 
never seen before, since it is not a Japanese food, and ate and 
drank with gusto — ^making polite, sucking noises, wrinkling 
his eyes in an occasional smile at us. 

Breakfast over, he pushed back his chair, pulled his shoe- 
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less feet up under him on the seat, and told Dee that he 
had come into town from his suburban home especially to 
tell her a story. He began to talk — ^rocking slightly back and 
forth on his chair, reminding me of the Japanese god, Da- 
ruma, whose small images, weighted at the bottom, sway 
back and forth, yet always recover — ^telling about someone 
called Kato Kiyo Masa who had gone to hunt tigers in 
Korea. I supposed that this Kato was a friend of Mr. Muro, 
and probably an acquaintance, at least, of Dee. It was not easy 
to follow the story, because Mr. Muro talked much faster 
than I would have thought possible, ignored entirely all 
articles and tenses, and whenever he could not immediately 
think of the word he wanted, substituted the word “medi- 
dne.” Trying to dedde what “medidne” meant in any par- 
ticular context kept me perpetually three sentences behind 
the thread of his discourse. 

The story over, I said to Dee, ‘‘Your friend has gone to 
Korea?” 

She looked absolutely blank. “My friend?” she said. 

“Yes,” I answered. “This Kato person Mr. Muro has been 
talking about.” 

Dee looked blanker than ever, and then suddenly began 
laughing. Mr. Muro joined her and they sat laughing and 
wiping their eyes, delighted by some joke which I did not 
understand. Finally, Dee took pity on me. Kato Kiyo Masa, 
she explained, was a sixteenth-century general who had gone 
to Korea during a time of unrest to attempt to encourage a 
native revolution against the Chinese rulers and so establish 
a Japanese foothold on the continent. Although he had been 
unsuccessful, he had been deified, and temples and shrines 
had been erected in his honor in various places around the 
country. It happened that our neighborhood temple was 
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dedicated to him. Mr. Muro knew this, so when this morn- 
ing he had happened, suddenly, to remember this story 
about Kato’s tiger-hunting, he had thought Dee would be 
interested and had come to tell it to her. 

I was about to ask further questions when Mr. Muro, 
noticing my purse on a table nearby, asked me, eagerly, if I 
had any American money in it. He had, he said, never seen 
any and would like to. I opened my purse and brought out a 
ten-dollar bill. Mr. Muro studied it gravely. He was espe- 
cially interested in the portrait of Alexander Hamilton, and 
asked me to tell him about this gentleman. I told him as 
well as I was able. He listened attentively, and when I had 
finished, brought out a Japanese ten-yen note which he 
handed me, saying that Japan and America were very much 
alike. The Japanese, he said, also honored a great financier 
and statesman by representing his face on their ten-dollar 
note. He pointed to the portrait. It represented, he said, 
Kamatari Fujiwara, who in the seventh century, through his 
great ability at finance and organization, was able to be very 
useful to the Imperial Government, and had, in fact, become 
so useful that he and his family for generations after him 
exercised practically Imperial power through holding most 
of the high government offices. This Kamatari Fujiwara, Mr. 
Muro went on, was the connecting link between the Age of 
Gods and modern Japan. For he was the descendant of 
Amatsu-Koyane no-Mikoto, one of the attendant gods who 
accompanied the great grandson of the Sun Goddess when 
he came down to the newly created Islands of Japan from 
Heaven to found the Japanese Empire. He was also an an- 
cestor of the illustrious Mitsui family who were so promi- 
nent today in the financial and industrial and government 
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circles of modern Japan. Having told the story, Mr. Muro 
sat rocking back and forth, beaming with friendliness. 

I looked at the seventh-century statesman, who, from the 
Japanese point of view, corresponded to Alexander Hamil- 
ton, and I feared I could never understand Japan. I had 
learned in China that the American is at a disadvantage in the 
Orient, because of the OrientaPs casual habit of thinking in 
terms of centuries while the American is incorrigibly centered 
in the present. This, however, was something different — Mr. 
Muro had linked the most powerful financial family in the 
country, by way of a seventh-century ancestor, back to a 
mythological age, giving no suggestion that he considered the 
story to be merely an amusing legend. Here, he had said 
very calmly, was the connecting link between the Age of 
Gods and modern Japan. 

The only comforting assurance of realism, I thought, re- 
turning the note to Mr. Muro, was the fact that this con- 
necting link between ^Hmmemorial Japan” and Mo dan 
Japan” was a ten-yen note. 


6 

In the days that followed, I met and was entertained by 
other friends of Dee, while we, in turn, took them to dine in 
restaurants of their own choosing. I met Mr. Muro’s charm- 
ing wife and twelve-year-old son. I met also Dee’s most 
exalted friend, Mrs. General Minamoto, who was a Lady- 
in-Waiting to a Princess of the Blood, and wife of a man 
who had been born into the now-vanished caste of warrior- 
samurai. We visited Mrs. Minamoto in her home, and often 
saw her son, Yoso, who was a student in the Imperial Uni- 
versity, but I did not meet the Samurai until I had been 
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many months in the country. There were others 5 and each 
new friend and each new entertainment seemed to confirm 
certain early impressions. 

Modan, as I had learned, meant simply anything that 
deviated from Japanese custom. Nobu, whose preoccupations 
were Noh dancing, Dining as an Art, and Flower Arrange- 
ment, was a modan Japanese, because he spoke English, occa- 
sionally wore foreign clothes, and taught in a ^^progressive 
school.” This school, as I finally learned, was an excellent 
example of what modan means in Japan. For the school was 
^^progressive” and ^^modern” only because both boys and 
girls in their teens were permitted to study together in the 
same classroom. What they studied in their English classes 
W'as ^^Little Lord Fauntleroy,” which Nobu told me seriously 
was “excellent moral instruction” for them. This did not 
seem very modern or progressive to an American, but it was 
practically radical in Japan. What they studied was not the 
point . . . the point was that co-education for young men 
and women was revolutionary. 

The use of Western furniture in homes, and even the wear- 
ing of Western clothes seemed to a great extent to be a sort 
of affectation — an assertion that the individual was familiar 
with Western custom, and could afford expensive Western 
things. The well-to-do Japanese lady carried a foreign-style 
silk umbrella instead of a Japanese paper one, largely be- 
cause it was haikara (smart, up-to-date) to do so. The homes 
of even Dee’s most modan friends were predominantly Japa- 
nese-style, and their one or two Western rooms seemed to be 
maintained only as a kind of snobbery, for as soon as our re- 
lations were easy, we were taken, immediately after our 
reception in the Western room, into a Japanese one where we 
could be comfortable on the mats. The foreign-style room 
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was usually a monstrosity. Mrs. Minamoto’s, for instance, 
contained great leather chairs, their backs covered with anti- 
macassars of Irish crochet, mission chairs, wicker tables and 
an enormous Chinese divan inlaid with mother-of-pearl. 
Since this room had also the conventional alcove with scroll 
and flow'er arrangement, and since we must sit in it with 
shoeless feet, the disorder was complete. Western people, of 
course, make the same sort of errors in trying to adapt 
Oriental furnishings to their Western homes, and amuse 
visiting Chinese or Japanese by using a Chinese petticoat to 
cover a piano, or a Korean chamber-pot for an umbrella stand. 
Such incongruities, however, are more obvious in Japan be- 
cause of the perfect sheen and order of the purely Japanese 
rooms. 

Into our social life, the modan world intruded very little. 
Mr. Muro came often and said that he came to practice Eng- 
lish conversation, yet actually this conversation consisted in 
his telling us involved and fantastic stories of improbable 
national heroes or godsj or the plots of the classic plays 
which were full of ghosts and goblins, magic foxes and 
badgers, and samurai who could change themselves into 
frogs or foxes with beguiling ease. Or he would bring his 
favorite puppet (a beautiful doll with long black hair, the 
size of a four-year-old child) and, holding her on his lap, 
would sit crosslegged on the mats and, manipulating the 
cords that moved her arms and legs, her fingers and even 
her eye-lashes — ^would sing for us the plaintive falsetto arias 
of the puppet theater. In such moments, Mr. Muro seemed 
far removed from a teacher of English, and introduced us 
to a world that was fascinating and theatrically satisfying. 

Dee and I attended many sessions of the “Oriental Cul- 
tural Society,” of which those devoted to music and dancing 
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were marvelously interesting. The lecturer on the dance 
might have been invented to illustrate the conception, 
Oriental Philosopher. He was dressed in a heavy gray silk 
kimono, and over it wore a hakamay the full long pleated 
skirt which finished at the waist with an intricate and formal 
knot. He held a small fan, and although his was everyday 
formal dress he was perfectly costumed to demonstrate his 
subject. On the platform beside him was a blackboard on 
which he drew groups of little rectangles and triangles that 
became, astonishingly, the figures of ladies. Upon one of 
these figures, he drew rapid lines across the throat, the waist, 
and the knees. In a woman’s body, he explained, there were 
zones of sexual appeal. These were the curves that sur- 
rounded the “joints” of her body. Costumes were everywhere 
designed to conceal some of these joints. In India they were 
all concealed by the flowing veils and the enfolding robes. 
In modern, civilized society, the normal dress concealed but 
one joint and exposed two. Europe left the upper and middle 
exposed (by showing the throat and molding the waist)} 
Japan left the upper and lower exposed, concealing the 
middle under the huge obi which fills the hollow of the back 
and makes a straight line from throat to knees, and accentu- 
ating the upper joint by wearing the kimono low at the nape 
of the neck. One of the movements of the geisha dance, he 
explained, was the spreading of the knees to show the under- 
joint, while other poses required the puckering of the intum- 
ing toes to hold the knees together while the head drooped 
at an angle carefully adjxKted to the other angles of the posed 
figure, and that accentuated the “joint” of the throat. The 
sleeves were the “needle of seismography,” recording deli- 
cately the most subtle movements of arms or body. The dance 
employed the fan, the tenugm (a little decorative towel). 
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the sleeve, as symbolic aids to representation, for although 
the dance abhorred the obvious, the significance of certain 
formal movements of the fan were understood and added 
symbolism to the pleasure of delicate movement. 

With his fan, he illustrated a number of these poses: “I 
look high mountain 3 I look cherry blooms 5 I look enemy 5 I 
look butterflies flying; I look pooL^’ The fan was describing 
arcs and poses, his sleeves were writhing, his body swooping 
and bending. He was no longer an elderly professor — he was 
the dance; the costume, the self-centered poise and assurance, 
the fan, accomplishing the miracle. 

This theatrical formality and make-believe pervaded al- 
most everything Japanese that was not Westernized. Like 
Nobu’s entertainment, all formal dinners were slow-motion 
pantomimes, with little variety in food, since everything an 
American' takes for granted — meat, bread, coffee, milk, salads 
— ^was ^Toreign’’ to the Japanese • . . imported, expensive, 
and unknown to the average. The variety was in the names 
and garnishes and ritual of service. The Tea Ceremony, to 
which Nobu escorted us, was also a theatrical performance 
dominated by ritual and symbolism. So too were the exhibi- 
tions of Flower Arrangement. In all of these, every gesture 
of greeting, of using utensils, bowls, or flowers and branches, 
was traditional and memorized, carefully learned by years 
of practice. There were 30,000 teachers of Flower Arrange- 
ment in Tokyo alone (Akiko had studied for three years to 
perfect herself in the art), and what was important, even 
more than the visual effect, was the ceremonial of the act of 
arrangement, and the symbolism. The Japanese does not 
actually create an arrangement of flowers, he creates a sym- 
bolic tribute to nature, or composes a poetic conception to 
suggest delight or melancholy, meeting or parting. The em- 
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phasis is a literary one of symbolic meanings and a theatrical 
one of elaborate ceremonial. 

I did not, of course, immediately understand this. The 
theatricalism of Nobu’s dinner party, at the time, struck me 
as extreme. Although I thoroughly enjoyed the ritual and 
color, the costumes of the little maids, the finish and per- 
fection of service, nevertheless the make-believe of the fanci- 
ful names seemed play-acting carried to a point of implausi- 
bility. To make two dishes of beancurd sufficiently different 
to be satisfying as variety by merely changing the name and 
the garnish — this was cariying esotericism to an extreme 
limit. I had, therefore, fallen back on my first feeling about 
Nobu — that he was a rather precious young man, who was 
escaping from the real facts of political Japan into an elabo- 
rate and personal play-acting. Soon, however, I was forced to 
realize that with all of our entertainments, a similar kind of 
unreality was the dominant tone. I remembered that in the 
modem bar, the cocktails, although they had had many fancy 
names, were all vermouth and brandy. Mr. Nikko’s fireworks 
would have been entirely invisible for four hours had we not 
been able to visualize them from the elaborate descriptions 
in the program. Everywhere the emphasis in social relations 
was on the ritual etiquette; the exchange of correct, symbolic 
gifts; the exchange of courtesy expressions; the correct 
number of bows — ^the hands in exactly the correct position — 
these were the important things to our Japanese friends. The 
emphasis was on a world entirely theatrical and formal when 
not actually imaginary, and the whole made an effect of un- 
reality that, to an American, was both fascinating and dis- 
turbing. 
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The eflEect of imreality, that was the dominant tone of our 
relations with Dee’s friends, was not confined to these rela- 
tions. It was an inescapable part of life in Tokyo, for you 
could scarcely leave the house without coming across some 
reference to the supernatural 5 and the newspapers and maga- 
zines constantly referred to mj^ological persons and events 
with the gossipy sort of interest usually reserved for one’s 
friends and neighbors. To discover, however, just how seri- 
ously the Japanese believed this mythology was not easy. 

Since Akiko and I spent so much time at home together, 
both of us studying — she English and I things Japanese — I 
had fallen into the habit of taking her various problems for 
clarification. At first, this was a troublesome task, not so 
much because of the language difficulty, which we managed 
very well with her English and our phrase books, but because 
of sJmhan. “How you think so many questions?” she asked 
one day, not with satiric intent, but in simple astonishment. 
The Japanese, she told me, does not ask questions} he does 
not answer them either, except indirectly, so that at first what 
I learned from Akiko had to be in terms of her reaction to 
the things we did together, or little comments and sugges- 
tions she made. Gradually, however, the formality between 
m wore down. We both lost, too, our self-consciousness, be- 
came willing to make mistakes for the other’s correcting, so 
that it was not long before we were able to exchange real 
information about our two countries. There were, however, 
certain problems which I hesitated to bring up, and the most 
important of these was the Japanese attitude toward my- 
thology, and so, of course, the attitude toward the Emperor. 
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When I arrived in Japan, I had been interested in the 
Japanese mythological legends that recount the divine origins 
of the sacred Islands, and the divine birth of the Emperor, 
as I was interested in similar legends of other civilizations. 
I had, of course, been brought up on the Greek and Roman 
myths that are part of the background of Western culture, 
and having a literary bent of mind, had in college found so- 
cial origins in general and Frazer’s “Golden Bough” in par- 
ticular, the most absorbing reading. In the Occident, how- 
ever, and in America especially, the modern world has re- 
nounced mythology for science. Whenever there are refer- 
ences in newspapers or magazines to Apollo or Jupiter or 
Achilles, it is clearly recognized that the reference is to 
a fable, a fictitious narrative, an imaginary tale. In Tokyo, 
however, I found constant references to the characters of 
their mythology as though they were actual persons} and, in 
fact, soon discovered that the Japanese begin to date their 
history from the reign of Emperor Jimmu, who was, accord- 
ing to the Japanese, not only an actual man, but also a deity 
named “Kamu-Yamato-Iwarebiko-no-Mikoto.” Obviously, 
from an American point of view, to say that a deity named 
“Kamu-Yamato-Iwarebiko-no-Mikoto,” was the “first his- 
torically substantiated Emperor of Japan” was to confuse fact 
with fantasy, history with legend, imaginary objects with 
actual objects. Yet that is what the Japanese did. 

I found this confusion first, when, en route to Japan, I 
read a book that Dee had sent me, called “Tales from the 
Kojiki.” The Kojiki or “Records of Ancient Matters,” is an 
account of the mythological origins and early history of 
Japan. I had for some drac been familiar with the legends in 
the translation by Basil Hall Chamberlain, but I found the 
translation Dee sent, done by a Japanese, Mr. Y. Isobe, more 
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interesting — ^not only because the slips in English lent a cer- 
tain color to the tales, but because the translator’s comments 
were so revealing. For Mr. Isobe, after telling how the Sea 
Princess, Toyotama, became a “crocodile eight fathoms long” 
in order to give birth to a god who was called “Ugaya- 
Fukiaezu-no-Mikoto,” went on to say that this god had four 
sons, one of whom became the “great and famous Jimmu 
Tenno, the first historically substantiated Emperor of Japan.” 

Reading this on the boat, I had been merely enchanted 
by the facility of this shift from the imaginary to the actual, 
and had thought no more about it. In Tokyo, however, I 
soon learned that it was not only Mr. Isobe who was able to 
perform this mental legerdemain. It was everybody. 

In the center of Tokyo stands the Imperial Palace. It is a 
shrine, and whenever I passed by I would see Japanese bow- 
ing or squatting reverently before it. At first, I accepted this 
homage as the homage of subject to Emperor — ^the same sort 
of respect for the head of the State that, in Washington, 
sends an American on a pilgrimage to the White House to 
shake the hand of the President. I knew, of course, of the 
legend in the Kojiki that describes how, after the birth of 
the divine islands of Japan, the Sun Goddess decided to send 
down her grandson to rule over them. And I knew that the 
Emperors of Japan were said to have descended, in an un- 
broken line, from that grandson. I had read, in Mr. Isobe’s 
translation, just at what point the god had become the first 
Emperor. Still, I had thoi^ht of all this as mythology, 
legend, a fictitious narrative — and I had supposed that the 
Japanese themselves thought of it the same way. 

As time went on, however, it became obvious that, whether 
or not the Japanese actually believed their mythology, they 
were inordinately preoccupied with it. References to the “Age 
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of Gods” were incessant — ^in conversation, in the newspapers, 
the magazines, the lectures given by professors of leading 
universities before groups of foreign scholars. 

“It seems,” began an article on “The History of Japanese 
Swimming,” published in The Ja'pdn Times ^ “that in all 
countries, the art of swimming has been practiced from the 
remotest ages, and in our country we find some descriptions 
of swimming in the traces of the age of gods which ap- 
pear in Kojiki.” Dee and I had attended faithfully a series 
of lectures and demonstrations of music and dancing and 
Flower Arrangement and other aspects of Japanese culture 
which were given by professors from Japanese universities, 
and other experts, under the auspices of an organization 
financed by Big Business and the government. There was not 
one lecture but mentioned the divine descent of the Em- 
peror j and the lectures traced the origin of every aspect of 
Japanese culture back to the gods, and not infrequently 
quoted directly from the Kojiki. 

“The dance,” said a professor from the Imperial Univer- 
sity, “originated in the mythological age, when the eight 
hundred myriad deities assembled outside the Heavenly 
Rock Dwelling in which Amaterasu 0-Mikami was hiding, 
and caused a wild, barbaric dance to be performed in order 
to excite her curiosity and cause her to come forth.” 

“Music,” another lecturer had told us, “shows a clear de- 
velopment from the age of gods and in this respect reminds 
one of the unbroken line of the ruling family from quite 
remote antiquity to the present. Certain ancient music is still 
performed in its early form, as for instance, the ^TCume-uta,” 
a military song used and perhaps composed by Jimmu Tenno^ 
which is performed today in certain Imperial festivities in 
connection with the worship of ancestral deities.” 
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With all this evidence and a great deal more before me, 
for I dipped such items from newspapers and filed the clip- 
pings away with my notes of the lectures, I dedded to ask 
Akiko how seriously she took such matters. Finding her in 
her room laboriously translating into Japanese a volume of 
stories about China by Agnes Smedley, I sat down on the 
mats beside her, and — rafter some courtesy conversation — 
asked who the Emperor Jimmu was. 

“First Tenno of Japan,” she said promptly. Tenno is a 
religious title and is applied to the Emperor as high-priest 
of the national religion, Shinto. 

I then asked her if she could explain to me the connec- 
tion between the Sun Goddess and Jimmu Tenno. 

There followed a long conversation. We had to go slowly, 
of course, referring to phrase books and dictionaries. But 
finally I learned this: That Akiko, and every other Japanese, 
had been taught in their modern schools the Kojiki legends 
that describe the sacred birth of the islands and the divine 
Emperor. Moreover, these legends were taught in the courses 
called History and Ethics. 

The Emperor-!r<3»«o, Akiko told me, was the father of his 
people — z kind father — ^and all Japan and all the people be- 
longed to him. Whatever he dedded for Japan was bound 
to be best for the country, and the people would always fol- 
low whatever he dedded. In America, she asked, did we feel 
that way about our Great Man? 

It did not, at the moment, seem possible for me to explain 
to Akiko the sentiments usually held for a Democratic Presi- 
dent by a Republican Congressman (and vice versa), so, 
remembering that Alexander Hamilton once had served as a 
bond between America and Japanese mythology, I told Akiko 
that in America, we too had a Father of our Country, that 
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his name was George Washington, and that he would corre- 
spond to Jimmu Taimo^ since he was the first historically- 
substantiated President o£ the United States of America, 
Akiko and I smiled at each other. Jimmu TennOy emerg- 
ing from the mythological mists in 660 b.c., was as real to 
her as George Washington was to me, and for the same rea- 
son. We had both been taught about them as children in 
school. 



V 


HOKKAIDO 

HOLIDAY 




1 

‘‘Shuhan ... It is the custom.” This was the phrase I heard 
oftenest during my first days of getting settled in Dee’s home, 
and in going to my first entertainments. I was to hear it even 
more often, for now it was decided that I should join Chiyo 
and Tama for a two weeks’ tour of the northern island, Hok- 
kaido. It was the custom. Dee told me, for everyone who 
could, to leave Tokyo in summer when the humidity became 
intolerable} it was the custom, too, for everyone who could, 
sometime to visit Hokkaido. 

Our Japanese friends, I discovered, knew almost nothing 
about this northern part of their country. This surprised me, 
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for in preparation for the trip, I consulted all available au- 
thorities, and learned at once that the capital city, Hakodate, 
was only sixteen hoiirs away from Tokyo, or approximately 
the distance from New York to Buffalo. The island, how- 
ever, had not been colonized by the Japanese until well into 
the After-Perry era, and it was still considered by the aver- 
age individual in much the same way that an eighteenth- 
century resident of Boston thought of California, or as the 
American today thinks of Alaska. 

Neither Tama nor Dee could tell me what we were likely 
to do on this excursion. Her male relatives, Tama said, would 
go to the Government Tourist Bureau and would, with its 
help, work out an itinerary. We would not, she assured me, 
be permitted to miss any sights of importance, nor would we 
waste time on the trivial. I was also told that Hokkaido was 
said to resemble America very closely j and that it was inter- 
esting to the Japanese especially as the home of the Ainu 
tribes — ^the aboriginal inhabitants of the Japanese Islands, 
who were kept on reservations, as “you Americans keep your 
Indians}” and because there were cows there, hence the 
tiimed butter and canned milk for the upper-class Japanese 
families. I also learned that currently the government was 
encouraging Japanese tourists to visit Hokkaido, and the rail- 
roads offered very cheap two-week round-trip tickets. It was 
then shukan to make this trip. Which is really why we 
made it. 

For my part, I was looking forward to this chance to 
become friends with Tama and Chiyo — with Chiyo, especially, 
for to talk to Tama required long pauses while we both, 
looked in our phrase books for words, and, although we 
actually covered an astonishing lot of ground, it was not like 
fallnng in one’s own language. Chiyo, of course, as Dee had 
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told me, spoke flawless English, as she naturally would, 
having lived most of her life in England. I had not yet met 
Chiyo, since she had been staying with her mother in the 
country, and although we had exchanged numerous messages, 
and had even several times made plans to meet, something 
had always prevented her coming. I did not therefore actually 
meet her until we both arrived at the station platform where 
we were to catch our train. 

I greeted her with eagerness, admiring her chic. She was 
beautifully dressed in well-tailored natural linen and was 
groomed with a sheen and polish that would have done her 
credit on the Rue de la Paix. Actually, she looked French 
rather than Japanese — ^her nose slightly arched, cheek bones 
high, her eyes narrow but not obviously Oriental. She seemed 
all nerves, tense and energetic, and when she said, “How do 
you do,” in cultivated Oxford tones, I realized that if I had 
only heard her voice, I would have sworn she was English. 

She was a startling contrast to her sister-in-law, Tama, 
who came up now, almost late for the train, wearing a lovely 
silk kimono with a splendid ohiy carrying a blue silk umbrella, 
and a great bundle tied up in a multicolored handkerchief. 
A maid and a porter followed her with a number of red 
wicker bags. Tama bowed and smiled, taking her time — al- 
though I was momentarily afraid the train would go without 
us — showing the gold and platinum bands that adorned her 
teeth, wrinkling her little freckled nose, looking entirely soft 
and cuddly and charming. Beside her Chiyo, stiff and nervy, 
might have been of another race. 

We said goodbye to Dee and Tama’s husband, who had 
seen us off, and found our places at last. We were traveling 
third-class, which was shufum, except for foreigners and roy- 
alty and the extremely wealthy. TWs first leg of our journey 
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involved a sleeper j a tier of three shelves facing three others 
with a foot of space between them — ^ranged crosswise in the 
car and duplicated down its length — opening on a narrow 
connecting corridor. The shelves were covered with plush 
and a thin strip of white cotton cloth, and were so narrow, 
that the occupant was kept from rolling out only by an ar- 
rangement of straps. Each shelf was so close to the one above 
that you coidd not sit upright, or even three-quarters. There 
were no curtains, except a scrap at the head, so that every 
passer-by could see you dressing, undressing, sleeping, 
scratching fleas, or whatever you happened to be doing. 

My shelf was a middle one, and above me a gentleman 
vociferously slumbered. Tama stowed away below me. Across 
the aisle, Chiyo, declining conversation, stretched herself out 
on the middle shelf, between two gentlemen. One of the 
gentlemen wore a sort of balbriggan undergarment with a 
gray wrapper down to his knees. The other, who had em- 
barked in correct foreign clothes, had removed them down 
to his undershirt and drawers. All of our shoes were aligned 
side by side on the floor below, and the train provided slip- 
pers. 

At the end of the car an open alcove served as the dressing- 
room, and five o’clock in the morning found us part of a 
queue, both men and women, waiting our turn to brush our 
teeth. Everybody behaved with complete lack of self-con- 
sciousness, dressing and undressing, bathing, gargling, rinsing, 
as unconcerned as though in his own home. Throughout my 
travels in Japan, I was to notice this self-centered composure. 

We breakfasted on noodle soup and tea in a golden-oak 
diner, and while we ate I stared at the countryside. It was a 
sea of rice paddies in a narrow valley, backed up to low, mist- 
covered hills. An occasional cluster of small thatched cot- 
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tages, walled in by a clump of bamboo, stood marooned in a 
sea of rice. The only life was an infrequent group of farm 
folk working in the paddy-fields. Chiyo answered all my 
conversational leads in monosyllables, and, as soon as she 
had finished, left the table. 

We reached Omori at eight and rushed directly from the 
train to the boat. All of the railroad staff were lined up on 
the platform doing their morning calisthenics to the bellow 
of a loudspeaker, which may have been the reason why we 
could not find a porter. 

Hokkaido is separated from Honshu, the main island, by 
the Tsugaru Strait, a four-hour crossing. Although we were 
third-class, we had the run of the ship, which was somewhat 
larger than a Hudson River boat. In the third class, which 
was Japanese style, the passengers sprawled on the matting, 
sipping tea, playing checkers, looking at picture books — ^most 
of them in family parties with dozens of children and babies 
strapped to a hundred backs, looking tormented, but sleep- 
ing peacefully. On the first-class deck, gentlemen in polka- 
dotted vests and plus fours played shtiffleboard in prepara- 
tion, one of them confided, for an impending trip to America. 
As the only foreigner, I was something of a curiosity. One 
old gentleman in formal kimono, a fan sticking up from his 
sash in the rear like the jaunty tail of a cock, stood for some 
five minutes looking at me from head to foot with the cold, 
impersonal gaze of a biologist examining a particularly puz- 
zling specimen. We lunched in the a-la-carte, first-class dining 
salon, and although we were early, around eleven, they were 
all out of everything on the card except a confusion of cold 
vegetables which they called ‘‘salad,” and a slice of grisly 
meat which they called “cold cuts.” Evidently not many 
people used this dining-room, for it was empty, except for 
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perhaps a half-dozea men — ^all in Western clothes. We were 
the only women. 

Meanwhile Tama ftiade friends with an assortment of scat- 
tered tourists, and by the time we reached Hakodate, our 
party had been augmented by Miss Haru, who was on her 
way to visit an aunt in a Hokkaido village j Mr. Mura, who 
was a student in a dark blue uniform, complete with brass 
buttons and a battery of fountain pensj and Mr. Naka, a 
schoolteacher. Little Haru, like Tama, was all pink and 
beige, and they hit if off at once, ^ggling and chattering to- 
gether, obviously ready to enjoy everything that happened. 
Mr. Naka and Mr. Mura, like ourselves, were taking the 
two-week round-trip excursion} they were traveling together, 
and Mr. Mura had come all the way from Kyushu, which 
was better than a day’s trip south of Tokyo. Since it was 
shukan to travel in a group, they were all glad to join our 
party. The gentlemen traveled with us until the next to the 
last day} and little Haru stayed with us for a week. 

2 

Hakodate, chief dty of Hokkddo, appeared as a crescent 
harbor, and a multitude of low frame houses sprawled up a 
hillside behind it. Carrying our bags, we dashed off the boat 
in a compact group, surrendered our tickets at the gate with 
correct little bows, and immediately boarded a waiting train. 
I had hoped to sit with Chiyo and talk, but instead we all 
scattered about the car, and I was left to myself in two facing 
seats. Third-class seats are narrow and not upholstered} the 
backs are plank} and they are so close together that, if two 
people sit opposite each other, their feet on the floor, their 
knees would scrape. The Japanese solve this problem by not 
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putting tlieir feet on the floor. As soon as they take a seat, 
they slip off their clogs and pull their feet up under them. 
Now, like a good Japanese, I removed my shoes, stretched 
out my feet on the seat opposite, and settled down to stare 
at the countryside that had begun to move past the train 
window at approximately five miles an hour. 

This might have been Pennsylvania. The dark earth was 
covered with familiar crops. There were masses of wild 
grapes, orange daisies, and a profusion of flowering weeds. 
Its familiarity was a shock — so different from the endless, 
swimming rice paddies of Honshu! Crossing that brief chan- 
nel, we had actually reached a different world. It was hot, 
but the humidity had vanished. This was familiar summer. 

The train was a local, and the stops frequent — a little shed 
of a station, a few huddled huts in the midst of cultivated or 
weed-choked fields. The station platforms presented an en- 
tertaining spectacle — a. family party endlessly bowing the in- 
volved ritual of greeting} a farm woman, bending forward 
under the weight of a dozen bundles, dropping them in 
order to surrender her ticket to the official at the gate. My 
absorption was broken by a sharp tap on my ankles. 

I looked up. Standing primly beside me was a Japanese 
gentleman. He was small, dapper, and most correctly dressed 
in gray flannel trousers, a black alpaca coat and a white straw 
hat. As I looked up, he tapped my ankles again lightly with 
his fan. I immediately withdrew my feet. Without a word, 
he sat down opposite me, removed his black pumps, turned 
his back to the window, swung his feet, neatly shod in gray 
silk socks, over the arm of the seat, and fanning violently, 
looked about him coldly through hom-rimmed spectacles. 

Of our party, it was Tama and Haru who most enjoyed 
themselves. They sat across from me where I could watch 
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them, and during the first three hours, they succeeded in 
driving me mad with curiosity. They both carried bundles 
tied up in multicolored, cotton handkerchiefs (the furoshik^, 
the standard Japanese handbag), and they seemed to be play- 
ing a game with the bundles and little black books — each had 
one — ^which they would take from their bxmdles, look at, 
giggle over, and then tie up again. At the stations, they would 
rush out to the platform, books in hand, and would return, 
giggling, only to repeat the performance. Finally, of course, 
I followed them out to a station platform where they joined 
a great crowd of people. I peered over the crowd and saw 
that they were waiting beside a shelf attached to the wall of 
the waiting-room. On the shelf were chained a pad of green 
ink and a rubber stamp on a wooden handle with which every- 
one, in turn, was making an impression in a book. Tama sud- 
denly saw me and beamed. she exclaimed, waving 

at the shelf. In turn, she printed a design in green on a 
blank page of her book. ^^Naisu stamfu^* she said, and handed 
it over for my inspection. 

I looked at the nice stamp. I saw a circle an inch and a 
half in diameter that enclosed a complicated design. A jade- 
green train dashed out of a jade-green forest, belching clouds 
of green-bordered, white smoke. Mountains reared in the 
distance, and across them, arched a green rainbow studded 
with five-petaled green flowers. At one side, in Chinese char- 
acters, was what I assumed to be the name of the station. 
Across the top I read io/6/i6. This looked like a date, but 
10/6/26 should be October 6, 1926, and it was actually June 
26, 1935. Tama e^lained it. The ten stood for the tenth 
year of the Showa Era which began when the present Em- 
peror Hirohito ascended the Throne, and Japanese custom 
reverses ours, and puts the year date first. “Kird desui‘* (how 
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pretty), I murmured, feeling that this was too Japanese an 
occasion for comment in English. A wrinkled grandmother 
in the crowd overheard, and gave me a toothless grin of 
satisfaction as she went off — her small granddaughter, in 
sunrise pinks and reds, clutching her kimono sleeve in one 
hand, an open stamfu. book in the other. 

This was my introduction to stamfUy which, Tama assured 
me, was a very popular shumi or hobby. In fact, collecting 
these stamps was Tama’s chief amusement on our excursion. 
Of course, I obtained a book at the first chance, and joined in 
the chase, for, not only were the designs themselves charm- 
ing, but we found them in such unlikely places that hunting 
them taught me how indefatigable the Japanese are in fol- 
lowing through on even the most trivial thing once it be- 
comes the custom. We found them in a tiny resthouse on 
top of a glacial mountain j we found them in a small tea- 
house on an island in the middle of a volcanic lake. We 
found them at post offices, small shops, and at every inn — 
and by conscientious collecting, we had, by the time we 
reached Tokyo again, a complete record, in stamps, of our 
excursion. The stamfUy moreover, served another purpose. 
It was necessary to take home to one’s friends and relatives 
travelers’ gifts. These gifts must be inexpensive, but must be 
suitable. The stamfu were perfect, and everywhere I saw 
Japanese travelers pulling out from their obi or kimono 
sleeves bits of paper, postcards, fans, and other trifles, which 
they stamped with a frenzy while an anxious, but benevolent, 
railroad official looked on, watch in hand, waiting to release 
the train. Once in a crisis, an official actually held up the train 
for a few minutes until all of us had gathered our impressions. 

As a matter of fact, I was always being surprised at the 
amount of cooperation we stamps fans received along the way 
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— especially from the railway officials. At one junction, the 
stamfu was in the main station, across a dozen tracks — ^which 
fact Tama and I did not know in time to climb the stairs and 
cross the bridge over the tracks. Tama, holding her book 
helplessly, was in despair, A grim-looking official, wearing a 
stiff uniform, a visored cap and gold-rimmed spectacles, was 
standing near us. He took in the situation at a glance j clicked 
his heels j bowed stiffly; snatched our books; and sprinted, 
regardless of rules, across the tracks; and returned panting, 
with a beautiful impression for each of us. 

This seemed to me remarkable enough, but an even odder 
adventure occurred a few days later. We were on a branch 
line for hours. Very few of the small stations had stamfu, 
and at those, the train did not stop long enough for us to get 
one. Tama took this very seriously. She kept pursuing the 
conductor to ask if there were a stamfu at the next stop, and 
would we stop long enough to get one? Each time after his 
negative, she would collapse and study her book with a fixed 
smile of deep dejection. Finally her distress was too much 
for the conductor. He wrote out a telegram, announcing 
the approach of a stamfu fan, which he tossed to a station 
master as we moved slowly through his depot, yelling in- 
structions to wire it to the station ahead. As the train pulled 
into that station, the offidal, who had received the wire, ap- 
peared, pad and stamfu in hand. Tama was fluttering in our 
open window, holding out her book, her arms in their long 
sleeves tossing like aspens in a gale. Although our train did 
not stop, the station master rushed out to our window; and 
trotted beside us until Tama had received a clear impression. 

This amusing paternalism was, I learned later, just one 
more illustration of the constant concern of the government 
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for the smallest activity of the people. Japanese railroads are 
owned and operated by the government, and all employees 
of the railroads are, therefore, government officials, persons 
of importance, treated with vast respect by all the travelers. 
Yet they did not consider it beneath their dignity to cooperate 
in the furtherance of this national hobby. For a very good 
reason. The sumfu had become a national hobby as a direct 
response to the activities of the same propaganda bureau that 
had, in Tokyo, revived the folk-dancing. The custom of col- 
lecting stamps had originated in the religious pilgrimage. 
Members of various Buddhist, or Shinto, sects tried, during 
their lifetime, to make a pilgrimage to all the different tem- 
ples or shrines of their order. Pilgrims wear flowing, white 
robes, and, at each temple visited, the seal of that temple 
would be stamped on the robe as a souvenir of the visit. 
Some member of the government’s propaganda bureau had 
had the bright idea of having such stamps put into railroad 
Stations as an added inducement to travel. They wished to 
encourage travel, not only in order to increase revenue, but 
as part of their camprign to familiarize the people with the 
national memorials, historic places, and Great Sights in gen- 
eral. The stcmfu had caught on at once, and soon could be 
discovered from one end of Japan to the other, not only 
at railroad stations, and inns, but also at defato^ small shops, 
theaters and movie houses. Tama confided that she had been 
collecting them for ages, and had at least a dozen books full 
at home. They were a perfect Japanese hobby — ^attractive, 
colorful, endlessly varied, and they cost nothing except a 
small sum for a book to keep them in. 
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We left Hakodate at noon. We reached Sapporo, second 
most important city of Hokkaido, at seven. While we were 
gathering our bags together, a man in uniform came to the 
door of the car and made a brief speech in crackling phrases 
that sounded like commands. He then made his way to our 
group, and, after an exchange of questions and answers, es- 
corted us to the platform. It was black as the deepest night. 
There was not a sound or a light anywhere. “Is this really 
Sapporo?” I asked. Chiyo said, “Hush.” Carrying our bags, 
we stumbled through the gloom until we passed through the 
station and came out onto a street. Darkness everywhere. 
The officer made a short speech, bowed and left us. Mr. Naka 
went ofE, I knew not where, and the rest of us huddled in 
a group beside the road. Suddenly, there was a low rumble 
and the sky was split with a brilliant flash. Darkness. Another 
rumble. A roar. Mr. Naka returned and there was a whis- 
pered conference. “Please, what is it?” I whispered. Chiyo 
said, “Hush.” 

A black object appeared in front of us — a. taxi running with- 
out lights. We got in and went off over a bumpy road for 
perhaps twenty minutes. It stopped and we climbed out. 
The taxi rolled away, leaving us in the middle of a muddy 
road. On one side we could see the vague outline of a low 
building that looked like a shed. Across the street was a row 
of small houses and tiny shops, from which came a dim light 
or two. Silhouetted against the paper wall of one house, 
lighted by a flickering candle, was a man taking a bath. 

Above us came a drone in the black sky, followed at ona 
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by a series of brilliant flashes and roars. “Oh, what is it!” 
I cried. “Is it an air-raid? Is it war?” 

“No,” Mr. Naka answered. “Not war — ytt” he laughed, 
and then said, “Air-raid defense maneuvers.” Then I remem- 
bered. The maneuvers had been held in Tokyo the week 
before, but only in the central city where I had not seen 
them. They were to be held all over the country, but on 
the stagger system, because — ^rumor in Tokyo had it — ^there 
were not enough planes to hold them throughout the country 
simultaneously. The maneuvers had obviously followed us 
north and had now caught up with us in Hokkaido. 

I stared up at the sky. Standing here on this muddy road 
among the darkened litde shacks the importance of these 
defense maneuvers suddenly struck me. The Japanese were 
afraid of being attacked, and were taking precautions against 
it. But attacked by whom? The “Manchurian Incident” had 
matured with no very serious objections against it by anyone. 
The Chinese national government, under Chiang Kai-shek, 
had not only not sent troops against the Japanese, but had 
ordered Chang Hseuh-liang, the warlord of Manchuria, to 
withdraw. Secretary Stimson of our American State Depart- 
ment had announced that America would not recognize the 
conquest, but that had been better than four years before, 
and our Congress had been unwilling to give this verbal pro- 
test any reality. Britain’s government had also declined to 
take measures to stop Japan. The League of Nations, appealed 
to by the Chinese government, had done nothing but utter 
a mild reproval, and not even this, until two years after the 
Incident. Meanwhile, the Japanese puppet-state, Manchukuo, 
had become a fait accompli; and the Japanese had steadily 
continued to enaoach southward toward Peiping with hardly 
a protest from anyone. Chiang Kai-shek had continued to use 
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his soldiers against the Chinese so-called ‘‘Red Armies,” and 
had— at Japan’s request— withdrawn all government troops 
from the northern provinces of China Proper. The Japanese 
were apparently sitting pretty— then why were they airaxd, 
and why were they preparing against attack? 

There was no opportunity to discuss these matters with 
my companions, because now a man came toward us with a 
flashlight and led us up to a station platform and into an 
electric trolley. I ventured to ask Chiyo where we were going. 

“To Josankai.” 

“What is Josankai?” 

“A village. Hush!” I was silent. We all found places and 
sat down. The car was shuttered tight and lighted only by a 
large oil lantern, shrouded in a black cloth, and the perhaps 
half-dozen passengers were mere blobs in the darkness. We 
rode in silence and sepulchral gloom for more than a half- 
hour, and then alighted on another pitch-black platform. 
With a man guiding us, we walked for some time along a 
muddy road, carrying our bags. We stopped at last in the 
darkness j and the man called out softly. The blackness before 
us rolled back, like a curtain, to disclose a group of little 
maids kneeling in a hallway. They began to bow and wave 
their sleeves and murmur polite phrases, barely visible in 
the dim light of a black-shrouded oil lantern — ^the only illu- 
mination permitted during the defense maneuvers. This place, 
of course, was an inn. 

My thought was, “Dinner, at last!” In so thinking, I had 
forgotten shukan. 

We left our shoes at the door. The gentlemen were taken 
to the right and we, escorted by a bevy of little maids — one 
of whom carried a candle— went off to the left, to a room 
which we four females, atrording to custom, were to share. 
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With Chiyo and I looking very “foreign” and awkward and 
out-o£-place lurking at the outskirts, we were given cushions, 
tea, innumerable bows and courteous phrases — ^while shadows 
cast by a shrouded lantern mimicked our movements against 
the paper walls, adding to the unreality of the scene. For ten 
hours we had had nothing to eat. We had been traveling all 
day. Yet if Tama and Haru and the little maids thought of 
this they gave no sign. In slow-motion, they went through 
the elaborate formalities of being made welcome. Once Chiyo 
interposed sharply in Japanese asking, I supposed, for a bath 
or some dinner. At this the tableau froze j the little maids 
sat motionless; and it was only after Tama had repeatedly 
bowed, smiled and cooed, that they thawed again into move- 
ment. 

Then there was the register to sign. This took better than 
a half-hour, since it asked of all of us our names, parents’ 
names, ages, occupation, home-address, reason for being in 
Josankai, where we had come from, and where we were 
going. This, I learned, was the routine registration required 
of all hotels and inns throughout the Empire. By means of 
this record, the police have before them constantly the com- 
plete details of every traveler. The questions also supplied 
material for conversation and there was much courteous chat- 
ter before the task was finished. 

However, at last we were settled. The maids brought us 
blue and white cotton kimonos to sleep in, and padded 
kimonos to lounge in. It is the custom. Dee had explained 
before leaving home, for all Japanese inns to supply kimonos, 
slippers, and sometimes even a toothbrush wrapped in tissue. 
The traveler must have his own soap, toilet paper, and tenur- 
gui, a length of blue and white cotton which is all the Japa- 
nese use as a towel. These necessities every traveler carries 
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with him in colorful little rubberized bags. We all undressed 
at once. Tama and Haru each retired to a corner and turned 
their backs to the room, and soon the place was littered with 
their gigantic sashes and kimonos. They each slipped into 
the inn-supplied kimonos, folded their own things neatly and 
placed them in a large wicker basket in one corner of the 
room. Then, sitting on their heels, they began to rip from 
the inside of the neck of their own kimonos the light pink 
band that protects the kimono itself. This, Tama assured me, 
must be fresh each day. 

I was starving. I mentioned dinner. Tama looked aston- 
ished at the idea. ^‘Hotto bath,” she said. This inn was a 
hot-spring resort, and one of the reasons for touring Hok- 
kaido was to bathe in the hot-springs. It was obvious that 
we were going to bathe in them. At this moment a man 
came to our door, which he slid open without warning, to 
remain kneeling at the threshold. Tama and Haru received 
him with beautiful formality. He was the hmto, the func- 
tionary who would lead us to the hotto bath. His candle 
lighted us, in a long, ghostly procession, down a dozen corri- 
dors, up and down a dozen levels — for the inn was built 
against a hillside — ^into, at last, a small room. Here we must 
leave our kimonos piled neatly in baskets. He held the candle 
so that we might see. A door opened from the dressing-room 
and led into the baths. He showed us this door, and de- 
parted, taking the candle with him. 

The bathroom was a vast chamber, lighted now only by 
a single, shrouded lantern- 1 saw a small pool in one corner 
and a spreading lake, from which came the sound of splash- 
ings and laughter. A man’s voice called 

called Tama and Haru. The gentlemen were there 

before us. 
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Mr. Naka now called out something in Japanese, which 
he then repeated in English for my benefit, “The water is 
too hot, is it?” 

“Sodem” (“Yes, of course”), Tama called back, and they 
aU roared with laughter, for this was a great joke, for the 
water could not possibly be too hot. I knew, of course, that 
it was the custom at the hot-spring baths for men and women 
to bathe in the same room. Nevertheless it amused me now 
to see Tama’s complete unself-consciousness, for I remem- 
bered that in undressing she had modestly turned her back 
to the room. But modesty, of course, had nothing to do with 
it. Each was shukm. 

I watched Tama now to learn the correct custom for bath- 
ing. Scattered about on the lattice floor were dozens of little 
wooden tubs and wooden stools. Tama filled one of the tubs 
from the steaming lake, sat down on a little stool, got out 
her soap and scrubbed thoroughly} another tub of water for 
a good rinse. (The gentlemen were splashing about in the 
dusky gloom — ^urging speed — for the bath was unusually 
fine.) Ready at last, Tama went to the pool, slipped into it, 
and sat beaming, the water up to her chin. We all followed 
as soon as possible. The water was almost unbearably hot at 
first, but I soon got used to it. It smelled faintly of sulphur. 
It was deliciously relaxing. 

The gentlemen joined us for dinner — oh, great adventure! 
for when traveling certain laxities are permitted. It was 
served around ten-thirty, with slow-motion ceremony— fish 
soup, and raw fish, and fish fried in pastry batter, rice, and 
— ^actually — dessert, a cream-colored custard decorated with 
two pink and one cream-colored cherry. Everything was 
beautifully arranged in lacquer bowls and porcelain dishes, 
and the colors and textures had all been chosen for their pic- 
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torial values. We finished with tea, which was served at 
eleven-thirty. During all this no one spoke a word except 
the necessary polite phrases. I was silent from fatigue; my 
friends, from shuhan. 

After diimer the gentlemen left at once, and we were put 
to bed by three little maids and the bmto. They brought out 
four mattresses from the cupboards, put them side by side — 
almost touching — on the mats, and made them up with one 
sheet each, and a padded quilt, shaped like a kimono with 
sleeves, and pillows that were apparently stuffed with cement. 
Our beds made, they closed our wooden panels tightly against 
the demon-hatuited night air, and left us. It was just after 
midnight. As I put my head on my arm, I could hear my 
watch ticking. It seemed to be saying, “Mada Tfuda” 

It said something very different the next morning, for 
we were aroused at a little before four by a maid who, decora- 
tive and ceremonious even at this hour, presented us with 
tea and a plate of scarlet bitter plums. This, I learned later, 
is the customary start for a proper day, for the bitter plums 
are both beautiful and laxative. At 4:30 or so the hanto and 
his escort of maids appeared, opened wide our outside doors, 
letting in a flood of mist-heavy chilly air, and as we roUed 
from our mattresses, began to stuff them back into the cup- 
boards, and to sweep and mop with such a frenzy of house- 
keeping that I was glad to seize my rubber-bag and follow 
my friends to the corridor where, standing at a cement trough 
in a queue of bowing neighbors, we waited to wash our fitces. 
We dressed in a gray mist. It was apparently not shifkan to 
close the doors. At five a maid came, bringing a brazier of 
burning charcoal over which she hung a kettle of water. At 
5:30 came the ballet called breakfast. 

With breakfast, came a major crisis. It was, of course, a 
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Japanese breakfast — fermfented bean-soup, bitter seaweed and 
raw egg, tea and rice. Tama and Haru accepted this calmly, 
and so did I, since I naturally expected, traveling with 
Japanese, to follow Japanese custom. But Chiyo would have 
none of it. With an expression of a pioneer routing a horde 
of savages, she brought out a knapsack and produced coffee, 
bread, butter, and — I shall never forget it — ^marmalade. She 
demanded of the little maid something to make coffee in. 
The maid did not imderstand. There was a battle of shukm 
vs. Western custom for some time, but eventually, the maid, 
her face blank with disapproval, brought in a teapot. Using 
water from the kettle on the brazier, Chiyo made coffee. She 
also made toast, broiling it over the charcoal. 

Feeling like a barbarian, I drank a cup of coffee and ate 
a piece of toast. Haru and Tama meanwhile went into con- 
vulsions of etiquette to sooth the injured feelings, not only 
of the maid, but of Madame, the proprietress, who came to 
inquire why her breakfast was rejected. Finding me with a 
piece of toast in my hand saved the day, for everyone knows 
foreigners are unpredictable. 


4 

We had gone to Josankai because, in touring Hokkaido, 
it was shukm to go there. Having been there, we could de- 
part. I did not at first understand this simple matter, so, 
sitting beside Chiyo on the electric trolley that was taking us 
away at 6:30 in the morning after our one-night stand, I 
asked her why we had gone to Josanfcai, and why we were 
leaving. She said, 

“Josankai is one of the famous places.” 

“Famous for what?” I asked. 
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“Famous for the scenery and the hot-spring baths.” 

“Then why don’t we stay and bathe and look at the 
scenery?” 

“There isn’t time. We have only two weeks, and there is 
all of Hokkaido.” 

We had gone to Josankai merely to say we had been there! 
The Japanese tourist, like the tourist of any nation, is con- 
tent to view as he runs. All over Europe, I had seen groups 
of harassed Americans and English, chaperoned by Thomas 
Cook, rapidly dashing from cathedral to museum to train. 
Heretofore, I had always managed to avoid such strenuous- 
ness. Now for my sins, I was at last trapped and bound. . . . 
Tama was nudging me. As I turned she motioned toward a 
group sitting opposite — z family party — ^mother, father and 
student son — ^who had crossed on the boat with us. They too 
had spent the night at Josankai. We all exchanged bows and 
smiles, pleasandy conscious of having done the correct thing 
together. 

The trolley took us to Naebo where we caught a local train 
at 8 A.M. The cars were crowded with people and poultry, 
and littered with chopsticks, teapots, cigarette stubs. A porter, 
his nose protected with a scrap of black gauze, went inces- 
santly through the train collecting the litter. Most of the 
passengers were local — farmers with skintight blue trotisers 
and cloven socks, and their wives, mothers and baKes — but 
there was one man in Western clothes, a number of parties of 
tourists from the mainland, and dozens of university students 
on the summer holidays, all looking exacdy alike — dark uni- 
form and geometrical cap and clipped hair. 

Most of the time, I sat separated from my companions. 
Chiyo had said, “We’ll have more room alone,” and marched 
off to the end of the car, although it was obvious that we 
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would not be alone since the trdn was crowded. All day 
long, I had a succession of neighbors, most of whom tried to 
talk to me. An ancient farmer poked my knees with his finger, 
talking excitedly, evidently quite annoyed at my failure to 
understand. The men in Western clothes came to ask me, in 
halting English, the usual questions; where was I from, 
where was I going, what did I seek in Hokkaido? The stu- 
dents came to practice their English — ^asking the same con- 
ventional questions, as though it were a lesson learned, as, 
of course, it was — a lesson learned in their English classes, 
like the French an American learns in school, “Fait-il chaud 
aujouriFhui? Non, il fait assez froid four la saison.^^ Question 
and answer, and I was supposed to give the correct answer. 
Sometimes there would be an amusing variation from some 
advanced student as when, for instance, one of them asked 
me, “What is your ultimate desire?” I shall always wonder 
what answer their English grammars supplied for that one. 

These students had solved the problem of inexpensive 
touring. They traveled at night, sleeping upright on the hard 
benches, ate noodle soup or cold rice bought at the stations, 
and did their sightseeing by day. They could go from one 
end of their country to the other on a two weeks’ tour and 
spend little more than the round-trip fare. 

We lunched at two. This was a mystery, for we had passed 
through dozens of stations where I could plainly see food 
for sale in little booths. All about me people were eating. 
I was able to buy a pot of tea with a little cover-cup for five 
sen, but whenever I attempted to buy food, Tama rushed at 
me, saying, “Mada mada,^ with such emotion that I always 
refrained. Finally, however, Tama came up to me beaming 
and presented two little packages which she had purchased at 
the last stop. ^^Bento" she announced. At this my Japanese 
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neighbors offered to exchange seats with Tama and Haru in 
order that we might lunch together. The hento seemed to 
correspond roughly to the American waxed-paper-wrapped 
sandwich. There were two little boxes, beautifully wrapped, 
in a paper cover decorated with the picture and name of the 
town where Tama had bought them. There were also a pair 
of wooden chopsticks and a toothpick. One of the boxes con- 
tained cold ricej the other was divided into an intricate pat- 
tern with wooden partitions, and each partition contained 
something different — an arrangement of small lacquered fish, 
a bit of pink grilled salmon, a crinkly brown fungus, a scrap 
of scarlet gingerroot, a coil of green seaweed. It looked 
charming. Tama managed to explain to me that we had 
waited for this station because it was celebrated for its hento. 
Every station, she said, had a different one, but some were 
more famous than others. Since this was a famous bento, the 
wrapping made a fine travelers’ gift, and Tama and Haru 
packed theirs away carefully in their obis. When I gave mine 
to Tama, she received it, not only with ceremonious grati- 
tude, but genuine emotion. It seemed perfectly obvious that it 
was not the food we had been waiting for, but the wrapper! 

Late that afternoon, the defense maneuvers caught up 
with us again. We were meandering through pleasant mead- 
ow-land, when the conductor came in and shouted a com- 
mand, at which everyone immediately shuttered up his win- 
dow tightly. There were no lights in the car, the stuffy 
blackness was oppressive, and risking a reprimand, I went 
out into the vestibule where I found Mr, Naka and Mr. 
Mura standing on the steps, looking toward the sky. As I 
appeared Mr. Naka greeted me, and pointed upward. “A hit,” 
he said, and laughed. Mr. Mura gave me his place on the 
steps, and looking where Mr. Naka pointed I saw a puff of 



152 YEAR OF THE WILD BOAR 

smoke against a pale sky and a plane circling. It was dropping 
bombs — ^not real bombs, of course, but the sort xised in war- 
games. 

‘‘Why are you having such maneuvers?” I asked. “Does 
Japan expect to be attacked?” 

“Sa/" He pointed again. I could see a whole burst of white 
puffs as the plane drcled. It was a solitary plane and I could 
not see much sense in what it was doing. Perhaps because 
I am not a military expert. “To be attacked?” Mr. Naka 
echoed. “Sodesu. Of course, yes, we will be attacked.” 

“By whom?” I asked. 

He shrugged. “Who knows? Perhaps Britain. Perhaps 
America. Perhaps Russia. Perhaps all of you.” He laughed. 

I climbed back up into the vestibule, and Mr. Naka climbed 
up beside me. I said, “Why should America attack Japan?” 

“To help Britain, naturally.” Mr. Naka looked at me with 
scant respect. As a woman, I would not be expected by a 
Japanese man to know much about international politics. I 
persisted, however. I wanted to know what the Japanese 
thought about this. 

“To help Britdn do what?” I asked. 

“To protect her interests in China. To exclude Japan from 
trade with her Empire.” 

“And you think, to accomplish these things, America and 
Britain will attack you?” 

“With force, perhaps not. With boycotts, and blockades, 
yes. I think it. All Japan thinks it. And when that happens, 
do you think we cannot fight to defend ourselves from such 
smothering? And if we fight, well, perhaps we will be 
bombed.” He laughed again. 

I spoke very slowly. “If Japan is bombed, she will be to 
blame, won’t she? After all, you started the bombing your- 
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selves. You attacked the Chinese in Manchuria by force, and 
created Manchukuo by force. If you wish not to fear attack, 
you should yourselves avoid attacking others.” 

Mr. Naka shrugged. “You Western peoples are so virtu- 
ous. You forget that it was your people, not the Japanese, 
who invented bombs and airplanes, and first used them in 
war. You forget that the interests which Britain wishes to 
protect in China and in her Empire were taken by force. We 
Japanese can see that the white races think aggression is 
wrong only if it is by a colored race against a white race.” 

I interrupted. “But if you are going to call your people a 
colored race, then the Chinese are colored too. And it is the 
Chinese whom you have attacked.” 

“No.” Mr. Naka’s emotion was rising so that he had some 
difficulty in keeping his voice level. “No! It is not the Chi- 
nese whom we attacked. We must have peace with China. 
We cannot survive without peace with China. But the national 
government of China is today as much a puppet government 
of Britain as Manchuria is the puppet of my country. We 
cannot trust the national government. We must be able to 
depend on the government of China for we are alone in the 
world, and we are at the mercy of you Western powers. We 
are encircled ever3rwhere with enemies. We must be pre- 
pared. As our Tenno has told us, our crisis is now, and also 
in the future.” 

There was no mistaking his sincerity. This was how the 
international situation looked to him, a Japanese. I wished to 
argue further, but now the conductor came up and angrily 
waved us inside the coach. He followed us in, and began to 
bang up the shutters. Evidently we had run out of the field 
of maneuvers. All through the car people began opening thdr 
shutters, giggling and whispering. I did not feel at all satisfied 
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to stop our talk and looked at Mr. Naka to suggest he return 
■with me to my seat, but a man, wearing Western clothes, sit- 
ting near the door, had stopped him, and they were convers- 
ing together. Mr. Mura, however, who had stood listening 
to the talk without speaking, followed me and, as I sat down, 
said shyly, “Please may I speak with you?” 

I sdd, “Please,” and he sat beside me. 

It was never easy to talk to these university students, be- 
cause they were both shy and arrogant. They hated to admit 
not knowing the language perfecdy, and were usually on 
the defensive against getting into conversations that went 
beyond the question and answer of their lessons. Now, how- 
ever, Mr. Mura seemed to be struggling with ideas of his 
own. 

“Please,” he began, “you not think America attack Japan?” 

I chose my words carefully. “I think America will not 
attack Japan.” 

He looked troubled. “My teachers say that all Western 
nations are our enemies.” He hesitated for a moment, and 
then asked, “What do you think of the Italo-Abyssinian 
War?” 

The connection between the questions wras not immediately 
clear, and my first reaction was disappointment. This question 
was one of the “polite” questions asked as a kind of routine 
by anyone who wanted to practice English, so I knew it was 
a question included in the English-study courses. It had puz- 
zled me that such a question should be considered “polite,” 
when usually any mention of Manchuria was taboo. I did not, 
of course, want to tell him that America considered Mussolini 
a bandit, because I did not want to guide his answer. I, there- 
fore, told him what was true, that I had left America early 
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in the year, before the Abyssinian zSzir had become news, 
and asked him to tell me what Japan thought of it. 

“We Japanese are always for the underdog,” he said. “So 
we feel sympathy for the Abyssinians.” 

That was the correct answer. I was supposed to bow and 
smile and say that that was very noble of the Japanese. In- 
stead, I asked, “Do the Japanese feel that way about the 
Chinese? What do you think about your military occupation 
of Manchuria?” 

For a moment, I thought he was going to give me an 
answer, then his face went blank, and he seemed not to have 
heard the question. I repeated it slowly, and this time said 
Manchukuo. He had a round boyish face, which now ex- 
pressed embarrassment. “I am sorry,” he said. “But that is 
a question about which I have no opinion.” 

I tried a different approach. “What do you, yourself, think 
about the Italo-Abyssinian War?” 

He seemed now again on firm ground. “I think Italy is 
wrong. It is pure aggression. I feel sympathy for the Abys- 
sinians. They are a colored race. We Japanese, we, too, are a 
colored race. Colored races are at the mercy of the white 
races. The white races say that nations should settle their 
problems by talk. But they do not mean it. Abyssinia belong 
to the League of Nations, but the League do not stop Musso- 
lini. The League is not honest. It do not mean what it say. 
Japan was right to leave the League.” 

“You really believe this?” I asked. 

“Sodesu. I believe it. AH Japanese believe like this. Our 
teachers tell us in our classrooms. Our respected great men 
tell us on the radio. The colored races must help each other.” 

He had given me another lead and I took it. “Was Japan 
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helping the colored races by attacking and annexing Man- 
churia?” 

He was excited now, and forgot that he had no opinion 
about this. “Sodesw. Japan must save China from Western 
imperialism. Japan will soon be attacked by Russia perhaps, 
surely by Great Britain helped by America. If Japan do not 
protect interests in Manchuria, Japan will be destroyed, and 
China annexed by Russia or Britain.” 

“What nonsense!” I almost said, but stopped in time. In- 
stead, I asked what made him think that Japan was to be 
attacked soon. 

At this he looked puzzled as though he could not under- 
stand my asking a question that he had already answered. 
He said, “Our Tenno has said it. When we resigned from 
League of Nations, our Tenno tell us of the Crisis.” 

As we were silent for a moment, I thought back to my 
first afternoon in Japan, when a radio had brought us a 
political speech about some crisis that Nobu had refused to 
discuss. Now I felt I knew what that radio speech had said, 
for both Mr. Naka and Mr. Mura had just been telling me. 
Japan was in a state of crisis, because Japan, on leaving the 
League had been afraid that the Western powers would 
retaliate by boycotting or blockading her — ^shutting her off 
from supplies and markets. The people of Japan were being 
warned to expect a showdown with the Western powers over 
their Manchurian Incident. And as a justification for the 
Incident, the rulers could tell the people— with facts to back 
them up — ^that the League was dishonest since it did not stop 
Mussolini in Abyssinia! The opinions of this student, and his 
teacher, Mr. Naka, as well, had been formed by propaganda. 
It was, moreover, from a Japanese point of view, very effec- 
tive propaganda. It could be illustrated by most of the facts 
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of Far Eastern history, since the late nineteenth century. 
It could be illustrated by today’s headlines. For it was true 
that the Western powers had opened both China and Japan 
to trade by force or a show of force. And it was true that, 
had the League been what it claimed to be, the Japanese 
would have been forced out of Manchuria at oncej and Mus- 
solini would not have dared to invade Ethiopia. How differ- 
ent the world looked when viewed from Japan. What words 
could I use to show this student that Japan’s activities in 
Manchuria were aggression, no matter how dishonest the 
League was? 

I had no opportunity to find these words. For at this mo- 
ment, the man in the Western suit, who had stopped Mr. 
Naka, approached us, and tapping the student sharply on the 
arm with his fan, waved him away. Mr. Mura rose and went 
off down the aisle; and the man seated himself beside me. 
I thought he wanted to practice his own English and turned 
to him with some courtesy speech. He ignored me. I tried 
again, but he continued to look straight before him, without 
answering. He sat beside me until we reached Kamikawa at 
five-ten. Here we left the train, and he disappeared. 

A certain feeling of discomfort over this whole adventure 
was soon, jounced out of me by the wildest ride of my life. 
Following my companions, I found myself packed into a bus 
that was about the size of a baby Austin, and fuU to bulging 
with tourists and local farm folk, and their assorted luggage 
and bundles. I sat on Chiyo’s leather case in the aisle. The 
oldest lady in Hokkaido, the size of a large doU, a few gray 
hairs pulled tightly back from a wrinkled forehead to a hard 
knot at the back of her head, sat primly, hands folded in 
lap, on a small campstool between my knees. As the bus 
jounced over a road that would naake the bed of a river seem 
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the finest new highway, she rose straight up in the air, de- 
scended, rose, and never once did she change the position of 
her hands in her lap or in any manner betray the slightest 
discomfort, despite the fact that it was impossible for me not 
to keep jabbing her with my knees as the gyration of this 
strange conveyance tossed me here and there, up and down 
on the sharp clasps of Chiyo’s bag, now with the end of a 
tourist’s stick pressing into my spine, now with the iron of 
the campstool threatening to sever my foot from my ankle. 

It was pouring, and the windows were opaque with steam. 
There was supposed to be glorious scenery and the little con- 
ductorette kept up a rapid-fire description of the invisible 
countryside in a high singsong falsetto which Chiyo finally 
translated: ‘‘Oh, there is the god, the rock-that-never-grows- 
older, oh, it is something splendid! Oh, there is the goddess 
waterfall, peach-blossoms-in-the-moonlight. Oh, it is some- 
thing to seel” A group of three students with Leica cameras 
kept taking pictures through the misty windows. 

The ride lasted for over an hour, during which period the 
bus lost a tire and an old gentleman his hat. Neither occur- 
rence upset anyone. The tire, by some fluke, was the spare, 
and the driver just left it beside the road with the hat for 
company. Everybody thought everything a great joke, and 
when a particularly vicious Itirch sent all of us up to the roof 
and back in a pile in the middle of the bus, everybody laughed 
uproariously. Opposite me a young man gave a perfect ex- 
hibition of poise. He slept throughout the entire trip, his 
head resting alternately on the shoulders of his two neigh- 
bors, who seemed in no way discomfited thereby. More dead 
than alive, we oozed out like paste from a crushed tube at 
the Sounkyo Hotel in the Daisetsuzan National Park. We 
had put in a twelve-hour day of solid travel. 
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The Daisetsuzan Park is a gorge — a deep steamy valley, 
overawed by giant firs, glacial peaks, and plunging waterfalls. 
We went there because it was “one of the famous places.” 
Its attractions were a glacial peak to climb and hot spring- 
baths to soak in. We arose at five in the morning after our 
twelve-hour day of travel, in order to climb this peak, and 
after ejctensive preparations, all started out together. We 
registered with the police at the foot of the mountain j started 
to climb} became separated — and it was not until I returned 
to the inn late in the afternoon that I learned that while 
Chiyo and I actually made the climb, the others had turned 
back almost at once, and had spent the day sensibly collecting 
stmjvpu and soaking in the hot-springs. Apparently rising, 
dressing, and registering for the climb were every bit as good 
as actually doing it. 

We stayed at Daisetsuzan Park for two nights and then 
went tearing on. We kept tearing. Tearing is, of course, not 
the right word, for although our forward movement was 
persistent, and our activities constant, a great deal of it was 
rushing rapidly in the same place. We arose every morning 
at five even when, from an American’s point of view, there 
was no reason to do so. The reason was shukan. This early 
rising, which is the general habit of the country, is not a sign 
of industry. It is a sign of mada mada. In Japan it is neces- 
sary to get up early because it takes so long to do anything. If 
we had a train to make at 6:30, we could just make it 1^ 
receiving our bitter plum at 3:45' There was no way to 
hurry afFairs. Every act had to be performed in the tradi- 
tional manner. All this took time. 
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Travel also took time. Our average day’s jaunt was around 
250 miles. The average time to cover that distance was 
twelve and a half hours. There was always an epileptic bus 
to begin and end the day, frequently a walk through mud, 
carrying our bags, and usually rain. The trains were all alike, 
ten freight cars loaded with kegs of fish or crates of beer, 
and two very crowded day coaches. We stopped every five 
minutes at some little cluster of huts, or an occasional larger 
jxmction point, then jogged on again. It was just as well that 
we only jogged, for any speed above ten miles an hour 
sent the train into convulsions. The Japanese, lulled by this 
motion, slept peacefully in remarkably gymnastic poses, or — 
cloven socks pulled up under them — stared at the foreigner 
unblinkingly for hundreds of miles. 

The hot-spring baths were the most delightful part of the 
trip. The bathrooms were enormous, walled in glass or en- 
closed with paper panels that were usually open, and they 
fronted on deep woods or the public highway with equal 
unconcern. There were often as many as twenty different 
pools under one roof, the smallest large enough to swim in, 
and the largest a lake. Not infrequently there would be a 
half-dozen different sorts of thermal waters under one roof, 
from simple saline, to sulphur, to radio-active. 

The fact that these waters had medicinal value and could 
be used internally as well as externally, had been called to 
the attention of the Japanese by Western science, but for 
centuries the hot-springs had been chiefly important as a solu-r 
tion for the problem of running hot water. Since even run- 
ning cold water is still a luxury for private homes, to have a 
constant supply of hot water gushing up from the ground 
is a blessing the Japanese take full advantage of. Hotels and 
inns use nature’s central heating system 3 the public-baths 
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are built on top of hot-springs whenever possible j and even 
private individuals manage to utilize them — ^the wealthy 
by building their summer villas near a spring and piping 
the water into their own bath — ^the poor by bathing out-of- 
doors in the lakes and rivers where the hot-springs bubbling 
up through the water make natural warm pools. Throughout 
Hokkaido we found such pools. We saw also private out-of- 
door bath-houses consisting of a great wooden vat into which 
poured a constant supply of water — ^both cold and hot — 
flowing through pipes thrust into a mountainside. 

In the hot-spring inns both men and women bathe to- 
gether with no self-consciousness, but art requires that as you 
wander from pool to pool, testing the temperature and the 
smell, you hold a scrap of decorative toweling in the posi- 
tion made famous by September Morn. It gives a touch of 
intentional design, and turns the whole thing into theater, 
at once naive and formal. At first, it seemed odd to me to 
share a steaming pool with a fellow traveler, or an unknown 
grandfather; but not for long. My presence caused no stir 
whatsoever. In the baths, people soak and gossip with their 
friends and pay no attention to anyone else. As a solace for 
a day of travel, there could be no happier remedy than the 
warmth and camaraderie of a hot-spring bath. 

Eventually, we visited an Ainu reservation. The village 
itself looked rather gay, since the houses were made of tufted 
straw and startlingly suggested the skirts of a Javanese 
dancer. The people, however, looked diseased and slatternly. 
Their livelihood was apparently fishing— for the village 
fronted the sea— and the tourist industry, for when I began 
to take snapshots I was immediately stirrounded by dozens 
of children, holding out their hands, demanding fifty sen 
each for a picture. Oxir party was at once axmexed by a guide, 
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who took us, practically by force, to the home of the Chief 
of the Tribe, who — surrounded by a crowd of Japanese tour- 
ists like ourselves — ^was putting on a vaudevUle show, at fifty 
sen apiece. It concluded with a prepared harangue about the 
ancient splendor of the Ainu race and the nobility of the 
conquering Japanese. At the close the Chief was joined by 
certain men and women of his household who performed an 
ancient tribal dance not without spirit, whooping and yelling 
and waving swords while the wood-shavings that made the 
ChiePs headdress bobbed and swayed against the waves of 
Hs long black hair. It was so obviously part of the govern- 
ment railway’s entertainment for the tourist trade that it was 
very depressing. 

The government railway had more than one trick up its 
sleeve to entice the tourist. I learned almost at once that our 
tour was carefuUy planned, that the places we visited were 
the places, and that everywhere there was the hotel, the bath, 
the view (whether a thin trickle of water, a pool of bubbling 
mud, or a spectacular volcanic lake, was all one to the tour- 
ing Japanese), which it was necessary to have visited, or the 
trip was a failure. 

But how, I wondered, did they manage to make the in- 
accessible and undramatic places, the places? I found a clue 
to this mystery at Akanko — a resort that offered no attraction 
other than a handful of weatherbeaten shacks, country roads 
infested with mosquitoes the size of pigeons, a lake, and a 
mountain. Yet, we made there our longest stay — ^three days 
— ^the first of which was given over to negotiations with the 
hotel, which was crowded, and which we must stop at . . . 
or why come to Akanko? At length, we were instiled in a 
largish room that had, to offset the rather intense smell of 
sewage, a fine view of the spectacular sunrises and sunsets. It 
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was a very special room, as I learned to my sorrow, for we 
were disturbed at half-hour intervals by troops of school- 
children who, en tour in buses, chaperoned by teachers, came 
and went every hour of the day and night, and who invari- 
ably rushed at once up the stairs to inspect our room. It was, 
it seemed, the room once occupied by an Imperial Prince 
when he was making this identical tour! Here was suf&cient 
justification for a visit to Akanko — ^for what was good enough 
for an Imperial Prince, was good enough for every touring 
Japanese. 

This Prince was remarkably peripatetic. Once he had been 
called to our attention, we found him everywhere ... in 
fact, the more inaccessible the place, the more prominently 
had the Prince been there. A small teahouse, squatting on 
the summit of a glacial mountain, had been honored by the 
cup of tea he had consumed under its battered roofj on the 
shores of improbable Masugo stood the pavilion that had 
been erected to shelter his ‘Viewing.” We kept running upon 
him in such unlikely places that finally I must confess I was 
attacked by the unworthy suspicion that this Royal tour had 
been expressly arranged as a gesture of co-operation with the 
government’s campaign to make Hokkaido the “Playground 
of Japan.” 

6 

As a final grdn added to a chemical solution will suddenly 
cause crystallization, so this episode of the Prince seemed to 
confirm certain notions about the Japanese that had struck 
me in Toyko, and had been constantly reinforced during our 
tour. The values of the Japanese are almost entirely social 
and literary. My companions, and the other tourists whom 
we constantly ran into, seemed actually never to have a 
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direct relation with any phase of our journey. What was im- 
portant to them was always some idea of a thing, rather than 
the thing itself. The dreary, isolated village was glamorous 
because an Imperial Prince had once visited it; the fascina- 
tion of some view, or waterfall, or lake did not depend on its 
intrinsic loveliness, but rather on some superreality which 
might consist of social, historical, legendary or religious over- 
tones, or might be merely the recommendation of the Gov- 
ernment Tourist Bureau. The satisfaction of climbing a 
mountain was not the individual’s experience, but the sense 
of conforming to some socially acceptable routine. These 
Japanese tourists seemed to gain their highest satisfaction 
from their partidpation in design, their fitting into an ordered 
plan, their conformity with shukan. And the simplest act of 
daily life, because of the inevitability of the formulas in- 
volved, became transmuted into a significant ritual. The 
Japanese, to an astonishing degree, lived in a make-believe 
world. A world in which their environment was not what it 
actually was, but what they pretended it was. 

Of nothing was this more true than in the department of 
food. My Japanese companions (Chiyo excepted, and Chiyo 
had spent most of her life in England) seemed literally 
never to be hungry. They would delay lunch for hours in 
order to get a spedal ^<?«/(7-wrapper; the delay caused by the 
involved ritual of arrival at an inn never made them impa- 
tient; at dinner they would admire the attractiveness of the 
brilliant and colorful tidbits and, having had an illusion of 
variety, fill up on rice with complete satisfaction. 

Nor was it only my companions of whom this was true. 
On the boat from Omori to Hakodate, the menu had listed 
innumerable dishes. There was, however, nothing actually 
to eat but a cold vegetable “salad” and a grisly slice of meat. 
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I had assumed that this was merely bad managementj that 
they had not ordered enough and so had run out o£ the other 
things. I discovered my error about this at Noboribetsu, when 
Tama and Chiyo and I went into a modan restaurant for 
lunch. The waitress gave us a menu, printed both in Japa- 
nese and Japanese-English, which listed all sorts of good 
things. While we read it, she recommended the roast pork 
luncheon, which both Tama and Chiyo ordered at once. I 
did not want roast pork and ordered chicken salad. The 
waitress departed. There elapsed a half-hour. She returned 
to report that the chicken salad was not ready and the roast 
pork was excellent. I still did not want roast pork and ordered 
a beef sandwich and salad. We waited now for a full hour. 
At last the waitress returned, bringing our lunches. They 
were all the same — a slice of roast pork and a mound of rice. 

Although it is rude in Japan ever to explain anything, 
Chiyo was suffidently British so that I could annoy her into 
explaining this mystery. Obviously, she said, the restaurant 
had no meat but roast pork. The rest of the menu was pure 
decoration. A Japanese understood this at once. But since I 
had been so persistent they had had to order the other things 
for me because it would have been impolite to refuse. The 
waitress, in turn, could not admit that they did not have wliat 
I ordered because that would have been both impolite and a 
loss of face. They all knew that, if we waited long enough, 
I would accept the pork. In the meanwhile, time was no ob- 
ject. This was a recognized custom in Japan. The menu gave 
an illusion of variety. The waitress told the customer what 
the restaurant actually had. 

In Tokyo, Nobu had told me that dinmg was an art j that 
food was not important} that what mattered in eating was 
that the traditions were observed. I saw now that his asser- 
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tions were rooted in genuine and basic customs. Moreover, 
these customs could not be easily changed, even when the 
means to change them were at hand. It was not the custom 
for inns to serve a noontime meal. Usually we dropped into 
some village restaurant or some farmhouse. But if we were 
off on some expedition, like climbing the local mountain, the 
inn would supply a pocket-lunch to take with us, tied up in 
a decorative cotton handkerchief. This lunch was always a 
marvelously round ball of cold rice with a scarlet bitter plum 
buried in its heart. Since I did not especially like cold rice 
for lunch — even less after a five-hour climb up a glacial 
mountain — ^I frequently tried to get something else. It could 
not be done. A ball of cold rice was shukm. On one occasion 
a minor miracle happened, and we found bread and butter 
and ham served in the same inn. This gave me the idea that 
I might have ham sandwiches for lunch the next day. But al- 
though I explained to the little wsutress, and although Chiyo 
explained, and Tama explained, and the little waitress under- 
stood, with every genuflection in her repertory, the next day 
when I left the inn, she gave me my lunch, and it was a ball 
of cold rice. From the Japanese point of view only an Ameri- 
can could expect anything for lunch so uncouth as a ham 
sandwich. Through generations of conditioning, their own 
diet has become the most satisfactory diet for them, and 
their decorative details are as satisfying to them as our 
variety of food is to us. 

7 

Only Chiyo seemed to find the Japanese menu intolerable. 
She continued grimly to prepare breakfast} and at the larger 
stations where we had time, she would dash off the train in a 
search for bread and butter and fruit. Frequently, she was 
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not successful, since bread and butter are not shukm and 
only the most important shops in the important places stocked 
them. By persistence, however, she managed to keep her 
larder intact. Her eccentricity was everywhere explained by 
the presence of the foreigner, an explanation which our host- 
esses always accepted graciously, for foreigners are notably 
eccentric. 

Of my companions, only Chiyo did not enjoy our journey. 
Little Haru and Tama, fragile and immaculate in light silk 
kimono, adjusted to everything, giggling and trotting on 
their colorful clogs, fresh as sparrows whether it was six in 
the morning at the beginning of a terrible thirteen-hour day 
of travel, or seven in the evening at its close. The gentlemen 
took everything calmly as befitted males. Haru left us after 
the first week, and the gentlemen on the next-to-the-last day, 
since they had to catch up their extra distance south of 
Tokyo. For them the tour had been entirely successful. 

Chiyo, however, became with each day increasingly irri- 
table. She refused on trains ever to sit with me, as she refused 
ever to accompany me anjrwhere alone. When we went in a 
group for some walk in the country and stopped to chat with 
some farmer, or small shopkeeper, or group of tourists, al- 
though she would translate the “polite” questions back and 
forth, she resolutely refused ever to carry a conversation 
further, and would not ask any of the questions I would sug- 
gest on wages, and crops, or Manchuria or the crisis. At first, 
I thought that all this was due to some personal feeling about 
me, but as time went on, I realized that she was painfully 
insecure about almost every aspect of our journey. It was not 
only that the whole slow-motion ritual etiquette bored and 
irritated her, but she was, beyond that, really ignorant of the 
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polite forms, and this ignorance seemed to put her on the 
defensive so that she was tense, and, I finally saw, unhappy. 

How xmhappy, however, I did not realize until, our circuit 
completed, we were back again in Hakodate, where we spent 
a night and a day before our last leg back to Tokyo. 

Like most of my discoveries about Japan and the Japanese, 
it came about unexpectedly when I was thinking of some- 
thing else. I had spent the day alone in a library (looking up 
records of the Americans and English who had been the first 
real explorers of Hokkaido, at the end of the nineteenth 
century), and on the way back to the hotel had a mild ad- 
venture. I had lost my way and was wandering vaguely about 
in the rain looking for the trolley stop, when a young man 
noticed my behavior and paused to ask the trouble. He spoke 
no English, but he stood half under my umbrella — ^with the 
rain trickling down his neck — and listened patiently until I, 
with my odd Japanese, managed to explain where I was stay- 
ing. Then he walked me around a dozen corners to the trol- 
ley stop — ^insisted on waiting till the trolley came— put me 
on, explaining to the conductor where I wished to go. The 
conductor in turn on reaching my comer, not only helped me 
from the trolley, but walked me across the street, and 
pointed out my hotel so that I could not possibly go off in 
the wrong direction. 

This courtesy seemed so admirable, so friendly, so alto- 
gether delightful, that I reached the hotel in a glowing 
mood, and finding Chiyo alone in our room, burst out in a 
pasan of praise for the friendliness and patience of the Japa- 
nese — ^recalling that all over Hokkaido, everywhere, in trains, 
on buses, and at the hotels, men had come up to chat with 
me, to ask me questions about what I had seen in Hokkaido, 
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and what I expected to find there — conventional questions, I 
said, yet showing a desire to be friendly that was very 
warming. 

At this Chiyo broke out with some emotion. “They thought 
you were a spy!” she said. 

“Thought I was a spy?” My first emotion was alarm, my 
second annoyance, my third amusement. Obviously, the 
young man and the trolley conductor had not thought me a 
spy. 

“They thought you were a spy,” Chiyo repeated, her face 
cold with anger. “And they thought I was your interpreter. 
And everywhere I have been questioned about you and 
badgered. And you thought it was merely friendly curiosity. 
Most of those men in trains who questioned you were police 
agents.” 

Chiyo was silent for a moment, and then broke out again, 
“There was first that man on the train from Hakodate to 
Sapporo. You described him to me afterward and said he 
looked so amusing with his alpaca coat, his straw hat and his 
fan. He was a detective. You did not know why Mr. Naka 
and Mr. Mura avoided talk with you after the air-defense 
maneuvers. It was because a detective warned them not to 
talk politics with a foreigner.” 

I thought hard. This, of course, explained many things. 
If it were true, or even if Chiyo only believed it to be true, 
it would account for her avoidance of me, that had so puzzled 
and hurt me. I said, “Then why did you stay with us?” 

“It is worse when I am alone!” Chiyo was silent for a 
moment and then burst out, “I am a foreigner in my own 
country.” 

The barriers were down at last, and Chiyo could not get 
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them up again. She talked as though she had been bottled 
up to the point of explosion, and tinwittingly I had given 
the final jolt too many. 

Chiyo was born in Tokyo in 1892. Tokyo in that year 
was a city in hysterics. The affectation of Western culture, 
among the government officials and the wealthy classes, had 
gone to strange extremes. The Court had adopted Western 
formal clothes as its required ceremonial dress; no wealthy 
Japanese home was without at least one Westernized room, 
hideous with golden oak or mission chairs and tables; society 
danced Western waltzes gracelessly; and, on the streets, top 
hats were worn with kimono. New-fangled horse cars were 
causing strikes among the rickshaw pullers; Western insti- 
tutions were replacing Japanese; and the feeling of pro-West 
versus anti-West led to riots and assassinations. 

Chiyo’s father, shrewd and competent, was in the vanguard 
of the pro-West Japanese. Of the samurri class in the old 
regime (which collapsed just twenty-one years before) he 
had held an administrative post in his clan, and so had had 
experience with money affairs. Under the feudal system, 
tradesmen and money-lenders were at the bottom of the 
social scale, with neither social nor legal rights; but this 
samurai (like many of his fellows), when his class was abol- 
ished by edict in 1871, was shrewd enough to see that in his 
new world it would be precisely those formerly despised 
classes who would be in the position of power. He became 
a merchant, trading with the barbarians from overseas — and 
was successful at once. But, despite the assistance and favor 
of the government, these champions of a new age were in a 
dangerous position. The majority of their couutrymen were 
not won over to the new way — ^the foreigners were feared and 
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hated, and those declassed samurai, who had not the shrewd- 
ness or desire to meet the West on its own ground, bitterly 
resented their countrymen who had more adaptability. 

Chiyo’s mother decided that this Tokyo was unattractive 
and dangerous. During these times of change and uncer- 
tainty, it was better that the wife and small daughter go 
abroad. The father and the mother^s aristocratic family 
agreed. If the Western ways were to prevail in Japan (and 
who could doubt that they would?), a daughter educated 
abroad would be an asset who might make a distinguished 
marriage among the increasingly important bureaucracy. 
When Chiyo was three, her mother took her away to 
England. 

When she was eight years old, her mother returned to 
Japan, and small Chiyo, grave and dark vdth long pigtails 
and a horrible shyness, was left in a private school for girls. 
Chiyo’s face, even today, was distorted by that old hurt of 
parting. She was deserted, left alone among these alien 
folk, unwanted by her mother, unwanted anywhere. She had 
protested, passionately but unavailingly, and since her 
mother, obedient to her own precepts, showed no emotion, 
Chiyo had thought she felt none. 

“It is better that you have an English education,” the 
mother had said. “The world is changing— Japan will change 
with it. You will be prepared for the new life.” 

Her mother’s parting gift was a small, steel da^er, mar- 
velously engraved, an heirloom. “Remember,” her mother 
had told her, “it is better to die honorably than to live dis- 
honored. A Japanese controls himself. He accepts what comes 
with strength of character. He does not yield to emotion. 
He learns all that he can from these foreigners, but he does 
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not yield himself. Do not trust them. Learn from them. Stay 
secure in your heritage as a Japanese.” 

Life for a little Japanese girl in an English private school 
was a bitter experience. The girls who were friendly were 
too friendly, with a breathy, gushing friendliness that em- 
phasized her difference from them even more than the 
others’ neglect or persecution. She could not be simply one 
of them, and yet she was living as an English girl, dressing 
like an English girl, learning to eat their food, acquiring 
their clipped accent, reading what they read, studying their 
lessons — ^becoming, almost, an English girl. Eventually, of 
course, she made a few real friends who accepted her as a 
human being, not a curiosity. She became interested in her 
study. Conscious of her alienation from her own land, she 
felt that marriage was impossible for her. She would have a 
career. At sixteen, she was determined on college and social 
work. She was about to write to her family for permission 
to attend college, when she received a letter from her mother. 
“Come home,” the letter read. “You have been educated 
enough. It is time that we arrange a suitable marriage for 
you,” 

Chiyo wrote and asked permission to stay. It was refused. 
Financially she might have remained without permission, for 
her father, as a gesture of complete Westernization, settled 
on her a small income, with which (and work of some sort) 
she could have managed. Yet Chiyo could not decide on this 
break with her family. Although the idea of marrying a man 
of her parents’ choosing now seemed impossible to her, and 
although she still felt the bitterness of her mother’s deser- 
tion, her emotions were tied to her family, and there was a 
desire to see her country and her people. She gave up the 
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idea of a college education and s^led for Japan ... for 
home. 

But it was not home that she found. She learned almost at 
once that she was an alien. The Japanese ways were not her 
ways, in little or in large. She was uncomfortable and grace- 
less in Japanese dress. Japanese customs seemed inconvenient 
and artificial. She did not know the etiquette, and, although 
her mother’s friends were patient with her at first, her lack 
of seriousness in her attempts to master the correct formu- 
lae, her constant lapses, annoyed them and kept her in a 
state of tension. 

More serious, her mind had been awakened. She was ac- 
customed, among her English friends, to read and discuss 
ideas, novels and human relations. She had known on a 
footing of comradeship the brothers of the school friends 
whom she visited at the holidays. Now she found herself cut 
off from social relations with men, and limited for compan- 
ionship to girls with whom she had no ideas or interests in 
common. Her Japanese was rusty, and she could not read 
even the simple katakma that the small schoolchildren are 
supposed to learn, and the Chinese characters were as mysteri- 
ous to her as they would have been to any of her English 
friends. 

The man whom her parents had selected as a husband, she 
met formally in the presence of their parents and the go- 
between. But fortunately for her there was a feeling on both 
sides that it would be wise to wait and see how she adjusted 
herself before the match was definitely contracted. This gave 
her a breathing spell . . . and may have saved her sanity, 
for she realized that she could not marry a Japanese man 
and live as a Japanese wife. Her talents would be of no use 
to a Japanese husband. A Japanese wife was a housekeeper 
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and a mother — ^not a companion and hostess. Chiyo’s Western 
ways were a handicap here in her homeland. To conform to 
this society, she would have to undo entirely aU the work of 
the past thirteen years, and, even if she could do this, would 
she wish to? 

This miserable period, which lasted for three years, was 
ended by an England that had followed her to Japan. She 
was sought out by a young Charge Affaires of the British 
Embassy — a young man who was a friend of the family of 
one of her English schoolmates. A letter had urged that he 
look her up and be nice to her. Chiyo was nineteen and at- 
tractive. Exhilarated by finding herself again among familiar 
customs, familiar speech — ^a human being among others — ^not 
a puppet performing ceremonies which she did not under- 
stand and which bored her — she became radiant. The Em- 
bassy crowd took her up. 

It was 1912. At that time an English-Japanese was a 
novelty, and in the person of this animated, lovely girl — 
who wore Western clothes with an air (not the usual, awk- 
ward dowdiness of a Japanese in foreign attire), who spoke 
English perfectly — ^was a new toy to be petted and made 
much of. Her parents were flattered by her popularity, and 
made no objections as she went the round of teas and recep- 
tions, dinners and balls. It was good for her merchant father, 
this foreign contact j and a daughter’s job was to be useful. 
If she could not serve as the proper wife of a Japanese, as a 
go-between tying the two cultures she was excellent. As for 
her, she lost her head completely . . , she was part of two 
worlds, and her success in the foreign canceled the sting of 
her failure in the other. 

Inevitably, she and the young Charge d^Af cores fell in 
love- He escorted her everywhere. Although there was no 
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formal announcement, between them it was understood, or 
at least so Chiyo thought, that some day they would become 
man and wife. 

What happened then Chiyo only learned much later, after 
years of suffering and bitterness. There were whispers to the 
young man, warnings that a diplomat contracting marriage 
with a member of a colored race would ruin his career. His 
arguments — ^her charm, her education, the high social posi- 
tion of her family, the denial that the Japanese were in any 
sense a colored race — ^were brushed away by the English lady 
who was his mother, and by his superior in the Embassy 
who was also a family friend. Abruptly he received his trans- 
fer, back to an office in London. He left Japan at a mo- 
ment’s notice, with only a note for Chiyo. He would write. 

After his departure Chiyo’s life was unbearable. She could 
not face the foreign colony, for although she did not know 
the facts behind his departure she sensed that something was 
wrong. Her parents, resentful of this slight to their daughter, 
determined that she should become Japanese and accept the 
Japanese way. This Chiyo could not do. She saw no possibil- 
ity of a satisfactory life in Japan. And although the letters 
she received from London were stiflE and formal, she felt that 
if she corild once more be with her lover everything would 
work out. She begged to be allowed to return to England. 
She met furious opposition. This time, however, she made 
her own decision. Her foreign education had given her a 
foundation for independencej now her frustrated love gave 
her the dynamic. She had money of her own. She fled back 
to England. 

This was 1914. What would have happened between the 
two, had there been no war, is conjecture. Chiyo admitted 
that their reunion was not satisfactory. There were tensions 
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between them, and finally quarrels. When he joined the 
Army and went to France the separation was almost a relief. 
There were letters that became intermittent. She saw him 
once more, briefly on leave, when he was too fatigued and 
shaken by the war to face the problem of their relationship. 
They quarreled again, and she was left after he had gone in 
a deep inertia of frustration and despair. 

She stayed on in England, supplementing her income 
when she needed ejctra money by dressmaking, for which 
she had the Japanese talent. Her tastes were for books and 
museums, music and the theater, and she led a quiet life, 
seeing a few friends, waiting, without knowing she was 
wdting, for his return. 

He did not return. When the war was over at last, she 
heard, through a mutual friend, of his safety. But he did not 
seek her out, nor did he write, and when she finally heard of 
his marriage, it was hardly a shock — ^rather a relief in know- 
ing positively that this life she had been living within her- 
self was false j that she must, if she could, build something 
more solid and real. She returned to her studies j began to 
take courses and attend lectures} and it was at the London 
School of Economics that she met Dee. 

Her father’s death had brought her back to Japan. Her 
mother’s letter announcing it had asked her to come home. 
That was in 1932. She had come with trepidation. A woman 
of forty — ^an Englishwoman, rather than a Japanese — ^bring- 
ing with her an English friend. How would Japan receive 
her this time? What had actually happened within her 
country she could not guess. She had heard of its activities 
only from the point of view of her English friends and 
acquaintances, who asked her bluntly if she approved the 
Japanese immorality of undercutting the markets of the 
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Western nations j if she approved of Japanese aggressive ac- 
tivities against China. With the Manchurian Incident, her 
English friends were almost personally hostile, and it was 
bitter to have to accept the blame for a nation she felt had 
disowned her. 

Despite her bitterness, however, she determined, this time, 
to make her peace with her own country. Her experience was 
shattering. She was astonished to find how thin was the 
veneer of Westernization. She had believed with her English 
friends that Japan’s march toward modernity had been stead- 
fast and widespread. Instead, she found her family and their 
friends — ^the vanguard of Westernization — ^living as they 
had in 1908. Rather more Japanese, in fact, with a definite 
prejudice against Westerners, and a reaching back to the 
“Japanese Way” in an effort to slough off many of the ac- 
quired Western manners. The people whom her family took 
her to visit were definitely hostile. More than ever, she was 
an alien — ^and now her ignorance of etiquette was not received 
with amusement — she was made the butt of a silky dispar- 
agement that was unbearable. She was invited to laugh at 
the monster that was the expatriated Japanese, who did not 
know the custom. With a meticulous, formal courtesy that 
emphasized her awkwardness, she was made to feel a for- 
eigner, a graceless un-Japanese interloper. 

She had left her mother’s house and was Hving alone, 
practically a solitary, working at her studies, doing a little 
translating. She had a few foreign friends j occasionally, she 
visited her mother, or saw her brother, Koki, who was an 
intellectual, and so more tolerant of her Western ways. But 
her sister-in-law, Tama, was a Japanese-Japanese, and, al- 
though they were friends, they had nothing in common. 
Moreover, she was persecuted by the police. In the upsurge 
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of Nationalism following the Manchurian Incident, all 
Westerners and Westernized Japanese were suspects. Police 
stopped on the street to question her. Her home was raided 
when she was entertaining foreign friends, and the foreigners 
asked to leave. A woman living alone was an anomaly in 
Japan, and her “foreign-ness” was written aU over her — ^in 
her clothes, her walk, her accent, her self-consciousness, her 
ignorance of custom. She could do nothing that was not at 
once investigated. There is little privacy in Japan at best 5 a 
“marked person” is a “marked person” indeed. 

She had welcomed this trip to Hokkaido, thinking that, 
since touring was so harmless a Japanese occupation, and 
since Tama was so Japanese, she would for a time be free of 
the constant police badgering. But my presence in the party 
had made her a doubly suspicious character. Since it was not 
visual for foreigners to visit Hokkaido, it was thought by the 
police that I must have some sinister motive for doing so, and 
that I had employed Chiyo to assist my spying. I had un- 
wittingly encouraged this suspicion by everywhere asHng 
questions — ^including questions about crops and industries in 
Hokkaido, questions about wages, and even questions about 
political opinions. Only by refusing to translate many of such 
questions for me had Chiyo protected us both from serious 
trouble. 

Alas Chiyo! What a dismal period to a holiday in Hok- 
kaido! Hfa-d the world in its evolution actually reached the 
point when it was no longer possible to travel freely, and 
have free relations with people as individuals, rather than 
as members of some system? For if Chiyo was a modem 
Madame Butterfly, her predicament went far deeper than 
the dilemma of Cho-Cho-San waiting for the return of her 
American naval officer. Chiyo was a woman deserted by her 



HOKKAIDO HOLIDAY 


179 

lover j but much more than that, she was a woman without a 
country. Expatriated, almost an exile in Japan j in England, 
she was a Japanese, a member of a “colored race,” who was 
tolerated up to a certain point, but who was never granted 
full equality. It was the constant prick of this basic humilia- 
tion of race that had turned Chiyo into an embittered, frus- 
trated woman, whose warped personality made it impossible 
for her ever to work out a satisfactory life in either country. 
For her personality was obviously warped. She was not, actu- 
ally, the complete outcast she felt herself to be. She had de- 
voted English friends — Dee was one of them — ^who accepted 
her as completely as they accepted any other friend. She 
might, too, have made a better adjustment in Japan had she 
not constantly seen everything Japanese through the dis- 
torted point of view of English people who felt superior to 
Japan. The fact of her rejection, as a Japanese, however, was 
too vividly bitter to admit into her vision the smallest evi- 
dence that would soften her picture of herself as a persecuted 
individual. 

This was perhaps of no importance to anyone but Chiyo. 
If, however, the same frustration were working on a national 
scale; if Japan as a nation felt this same outraged pride and 
insecurity, then perhaps it was of importance to everyone, 
everywhere. While Chiyo was telling me her story, I found 
myself recurrently thinking of my one serious talk with Mr. 
Naka and Mr. Mura. The central core of their opinions — 
opinions that had been deliberately manufactured for them, 
and with which they had been indoctrinated by emotional 
harangues, over the radio, on the lecture platform, in the 
classroom — was the notion that the white races felt superior 
to the colored races, could not be trusted to treat them hon- 
estly, and intaided always to control them. Whether or not 
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this was wholly true was not the point. The point was that 
it was sufficiently true, was sufficiently backed by actual his- 
torical events to give the necessary plausibility to a national- 
istic propaganda, geared for an aggressive policy in interna- 
tional relations. 

Listening to Chiyo’s story, I felt anxiety, not only for her 
as an individual, but for Japan as a nation, and for the 
peoples and nations everywhere throughout the world. 

8 

Our tour over, we came into the Tokyo station at seven 
in the morning. After Hokkaido, the atmosphere as we came 
oflF the train seemed stiflingly oppressive. It was raining. 
Nonetheless, there was an agreeable emotion of homecoming, 
combined with a sense of blessed release that I would not be 
awakened at four tomorrow in order to catch a bus. I ex- 
changed stvyomra with my companions and we all scattered 
in different directions into the gray drizzle. 

Dee and Aldko met me beaming at the door. It was won- 
derful to be back, and as I stepped up into the hall, I re- 
membered with astonishment how strange this house had 
been to me only two months before. Now it seemed simply 
home. We all talked at once, exchanging anecdotes. While 
we talked and I was secretly vowing that for some time to 
come, I should remain quietly at home and confine my activi- 
ties to meditative-sitting. Dee said she had wonderful news. 
While I was away she had taken a besso at Yuigahama Beach, 
Kamakura, for the rest of the summer. We were leaving at 
once! 

‘‘What’s a besso I said coldly. 

“A summer viUa, of course,” Dee began, then noticing my 
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lack of ardor, went on to explain that no one stayed in Tokyo 
in summer, that really the humidity was unl^arable, that 
our bessQ was close to the sea, that we could bathe. 

I went upstairs plotting rebellion. I definitely wanted to 
go nowhere. I wanted to stay settled and digest Hokkaido. 
The thought of boarding a bus or a train sent shudders 
through me. My room seemed delightful, and I could close 
my panel behind me and be alone! Sharing a room for two 
weeks with two and three females was an experience one 
must recuperate from in solitude and quiet. 

On my table was a stack of mail from home. I seized it 
eagerly, and then stood with it in my hand. Also on the table 
was a book, open, and a passage marked with Dee^s bold 
hand. Beside the book was a small pile of newspaper clip- 
pings. Dee had put them there, of course, and an inner voice 
said, gardeP^ I took them up and sat down in my wicker 
chair — the first chair I had seen in two weeks. I looked at 
the book. It was Terry^s ^^Guide to Japan.” The marked pas- 
sage read: 

The Tsuyu, or Little Heat, is a gloomy, muggy, lowering, 
sticky, rainy season which jangles delicate nerves and makes fat 
men peevish and profane. The humidity is more trying than the 
heat, and at this season, certain improperly balanced folks develop 
suicidal tendencies. . . . The Doyo, or Big Heat, occurs from 
July 20 to August 10. The rain now falls intermittently, and heavy 
storms of two or three days duration are features. About mid- 
September, come persistent downpours which last till mid-October, 

The first clipping told of a current epidemic of sleeping- 
sickness. The second began: 

You thought it was hot in Tokyo during the last two weeks? 

The Doyo, or hottest season, only begins today. It will continue to 
August 7, according to the old lunar calendar. Although this cal- 
endar is now outdated, there are many who stick to the idea that 
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the next eighteen days wHl be the hottest of the summer and this 
in face of the fact that September is but little cooler than July, and 
August is too stifling to even think about. 

An important day of the Doyo is the Day of the Ox. This is the 
day for eel-feasting. , . , 

I looked around my familiar room and sighed. I knew 
that I was as good as on my way to Kamakura at this minute. 



VI 


LAND 

OF 

THE GODS 


‘‘The name of this land, Nippon (of which the corrupt pronun- 
ciation became Japan), is pronounced in our pure mother tongue 
Hi^o^otOy meaning the birthplace, cradle or source of the Sim.” 

“Land and man, according to Japanese mythology, are blood- 
brethren, bom of the same divine parents .” — Chikuo Fujisawa, 


1 

In leaving Tokyo for Kamakura, we had merely left the 
stewpan for the stew. We arrived in the midst of a down- 
pour that became wearily a drizzle, revived to a torrent, 
thinned to a blur — ^the air replaced by a liquid vapor in which 
creatures without gUls seemed in danger of suffocation. 

183 
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Our hessOy a modan-^^\t one-story house of concrete and 
glassj was on a bluff directly above a beach that made a Coney 
Island for vacationing Japanese. It was one of a handful of 
such semi-Westemized villas, lost among the masses of Japa- 
nese homes — a few courtyard-enclosed mansions, endless 
crowding shacks. Kamakura is a summer resort, a fishing 
community, and a treasure-house of historical monuments. 
For us, however, it was also a watery prison, and now on 
the tenth day of submersion our household was demoralized: 
towels remained eternally dampj mold collected on our shoes 
and books 5 loathesome gray slugs crawled on the sandstone 
terrace 3 the rain beat through the cracks in our glass doors, 
forming little pools on the floor, but failing to drown the 
fleas that lived in the layer of sand under the grass mats. 
Finally, there came a typhoon. The roofs of the pavilions 
on the beach below sailed over our heads and landed in our 
pine grove 5 our house shook and billowed as the wind roared 
over US- 

Dee missed the worst of it by going five days a week to 
her Tokyo office. She spent the long week-end with us, but, 
being English, took the whole business quietly, reading, writ- 
ing and going out to stride energetically along the beach 
through the yielding sand, seeing it through with poise and 
discipline. Akiko, being Japanese, was not aware that there 
was anything uncomfortable about our situation. However, 
I, being of the unstable temperament mentioned in Terry^s 
Guidebook, and having caught cold during a water-logged 
expedition, gave way, at last, to hysteria. 

The occasion was a mild misfortune that happened on the 
tenth day of storm. Dee was in town and Akiko and I alone, 
when, driven to action by cold and despair, I dashed out into 
the gale to drag in some scraps of our neighbor’s roof to try 
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to burn in our smoking fireplace to cut somewhat the damp 
and chill. Reaching for a board, I was stung on the foot by 
some creature unknown. Was it a scorpion? . . . Was it only 
a bee? ... or a nettle? ... or my imagination? I saw this 
last idea in Akiko’s blank face as she brought me damp com- 
presses and very tenderly placed them on the wrong foot, 
vastly puzzled by the fuss I was making. Even in my misery, 
I found time to wonder if Japanese nerves are as dose to 
the surface as are the American’s. Akiko’s own ankles were a 
horrible mass of open sores. Our besso was alive with sand 
fleas, which we brought in from the beach with our shoes, 
since we had not the wisdom to leave our shoes outside. 
These fleas were vicious. Dee and I protected otirselves with 
stockings and powders and the will not to scratch. Akiko, 
barefoot, scratched to her heart’s content, and, if the pain of 
her sores caused her any distress, she gave not the slightest 
indication, and when I worried about her and wanted to send 
for a doctor, her amazement was profo\ind- 

Now, however, as I examined my smarting foot and 
listened to the typhoon, I thought less of Akiko’s fleabites 
and more of the abominable Japanese dimate. With my 
nerves torn by the long siege of chill and damp, of drizzle, 
downpour and drip, I remembered that recurrently, through 
her long history, Kamakura had been wiped dean by a tidal 
wave in the wake of a typhoon, and could only audibly hope 
that it would happen again. 

“This climate!” I cried out. “Japan is a half-world, not 
yet solidified from a vaporous statej we’ll all suffocate!” 

I said much more, in genuine despair, for time was going 
and I wanted to explore Kamakura and see the countryside; 
I wanted to swim in the sea just below with only a narrow 
beach between; I wanted to investigate the Japanese Con^ 
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Island that ran along the beach below; I wanted really to 
see the memorials and temples and shrines; I wanted to do 
anything but sit in this cold, damp house, listening to the 
breakers pound on the beach and tear at the brave, small pa- 
vilions. I winced and groaned aloud as a signboard landed 
with a crash on our terrace. 

Akiko looked at me. She is a competent psychologist, or 
rather, since she is Japanese, perhaps it would be better to 
say that her intuitions are sound. She realized that when a 
foreigner gets into this sort of state of mind, he probably 
needs exercise. She announced that she would stop the rain. 
She slid over to the glass door, pressed her little nose against 
the pane, and began to sing in a flat monotone: 

Ante kon kon yan de kure 
Ashita no ban ni futte kure* 

“We text now,” she said to me with assurance. “That song, 
he tells the rain to stop dripping and come tomorrow eve- 
ning instead.” 

It was a Japanese version of “Rrin, rain, go away!” AH 
men are brothers, and all work similar magic against unpre- 
dictable nature. 

AHko went on to explain about the rain song. When she 
was a little girl, she said, she took a doll and fastened it to 
the trunk of a tree. After the proper number of bows and 
clappings of hands, she sang the song, and then the doll was 
supposed to send the rain away. If the magic was successful, 
and the rain stopped, she took the doll and ceremoniously 
disrobed it and gave It a decent burial in a little pond. 

“And if the magic was not successful?” I asked. 

“Oh, then.” She gave me a humorous, sidewise glance. 
“Oh, then, we threw it in the benjo.” 
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We discussed a walk. Before we could reach a decision, 
however, our door was thrust open and the beaming face of 
Mr. Muro broke in on our gloom like a bursting sun. 

The Muros were our neighbors, for their home was in 
the village of Katase, twenty minutes off by electric-train. 
He had already welcomed us here, popping in unexpectedly 
one morning at six to bring us a picture of an image that 
represented Dainichi Nyorai (the Ultimate Reality of the 
Universe) and a small cactus from his greenhouse. Now he 
bowed cheerfully, gave his dripping umbrella to Akiko, took 
off his soaking socks — ^he had left his shoes on the terrace — 
and came across to where I was stretched out in a deck chair. 
“I have come expressly to bring medicine for you,” he smd. 

This remark was baffing in more ways than one. Mr. 
Muro’s English resembled the French that American teach- 
ers teach in American schools. He could read English easily, 
and could talk fluently — too fluently, for whenever a word 
eluded him he did not hesitate, but merely inserted some 
“symbolic” word. “Medicine” was the word he used most 
often. It could mean practically anything — even, of course, 
medicine. Translating it kept me perpetually three ideas be- 
hind the main thread of his discourse. What it meant now I 
could not imagine. For with no way of knowing that I was 
ill, why should he bring me medicine? 

Nevertheless, that was precisely what he had done. Beam- 
ing like a kewpie, he began triumphantly to bring out from 
the pockets of his coat a whole pharmacopoeia — botdes and 
small boxes, containing pills and powders of un^edfied 
utility, along with salves for fleabites and athlete’s footj and 
tablets which, according to an English label on the bottle, 
were “to strengthen stomach and bowels while promoting 
brain action.” Some powders, wrapped in little paper-packets, 
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he had, he said, mixed expressly for me, from his own in- 
gredients. “You must take at once, so,” and he illustrated 
^e technique, swallowing first a white powder, then a black, 
with apparent ecstasy. Obediently, I followed his example, 
though whether the remedies were bicarbonate of soda and 
charcoal or powdered snake, I shall never know. 

“Now,” Mr. Muro said, “you will do this medicine.” He 
at once sat down cross-legged on the mats, assumed the pos- 
ture that Nobu had introduced to me on my first afternoon, 
and commanded me to do likewise. I obeyed, thinking mean- 
while of the fleas under the mats. ‘W^e will empty our 
minds,” Mr. Muro admonished me. “We will think of 
nothing.” 

How useful, I thought, was this practice of meditative- 
sitting. It was the Japanese answer to every problem. And 
not a bad answer either, for looking at Mr. Muro’s narrow 
eyes — that seemed eternally delighted — and trying to hold 
the pose without movement, I began to look at myself with 
less anguish and more amusement. After an interval, I 
realized that I had relaxed and in the process had forgotten 
my sting; and even resented somewhat less the fact that I 
was unable to breathe. 

Finally Mr. Muro uncoiled and sprang to his feet, giving 
the effect of a jack-in-the-box. “Now,” he said, “we will do 
this medicine.” He began to walk slowly around the room, 
bending his knees and raising his feet high from the floor 
with each step, walHng on the balls of his feet like a dancer, 
his arms and hands stiU in the position of meditation, his 
eyes unseeing, staring at nothing. I followed him, enjoying 
myself thoroughly. At last, it was finished. “You will do 
this every morning before breakfast,” Mr. Muro admonished 



LAND OF THE GODS 189 

me. ‘‘For one hour you will sit, and walk, and think of 
nothing. It will be good medidne for you.” 

2 

The next day the weather lifted and my cold moderated 
(I do not insist that Akiko’s and Mr. Muro’s magic were 
responsible for this), and I was able to consider some of the 
problems that Kamakura had already presented. Despite the 
rain, we had been surrounded by drama, for the Japanese 
seem literally to be semi-aquatic, and from time to time we 
had made rain-drenched sorties to watch their mysterious 
activities. 

We had seen a Shinto festival when our neighbors, the 
fishermen from the near-by villages — ^naked except for loin- 
doths, their brown bodies shiny from the rain — ^had launched 
upon the sea a devil-god, in the form of an octopus made of 
papier-mache, in order to propitiate the sea-god and prevent 
a severe typhoon, always expected at this season. There had 
been an accompaniment of flutes and drums. And hundreds 
of spectators, wearing colored high dogs and waving mar- 
velous paper umbrellas, had wandered about, imperturbably 
picturesque as though the rain were an invention of their 
own to justify their love of extravagant design. 

We had seen, too, varioxis rites of the Ohon, a Buddhist 
festival, when the dead return and must be propitiated so 
that they will return to the land of the shades and leave the 
living unmolested. During this festival, that lasted for three 
days, I had been especially struck by the spectade of our 
neighbors dancing on the beach in the rain — dandng more- 
over an Oioriy a Shinto folk dance of the sort we had seen in 
Tokyo, but here symbolizing the chasing of the demons who 
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return to earth with the dead. These activities and more like 
them, for we could not leave the house without running into 
some sort of ritual magic, made me increasingly interested in 
the Japanese attitude toward religion. And this, of course, 
led to Shinto. 

When, during one of ray first weeks in Tokyo, I had 
asked Mr. Sato what was the most important thing in Japan, 
he had answered, “Shinto.” I was interested, of course, to 
discover, if I could, what Shinto meant to the Japanese. This 
was no easy assignment, for Shinto seemed to mean so much 
that it seemed finally to mean nothing at all. Sato had im- 
plied that the term embraced the entire Japanese civilization, 
yet it was obviously necessary to approach the problem with 
a somewhat less inclusive statement. The obvious approach, 
however, the statement that “Shinto is the Japanese national 
religion,” did not get you very far either. Akiko had given 
me another lead when she had told me that she had been 
taught in school, as history, the legend that describes the 
descent of the Emperor from the Sun Goddess. That legend, 
of course, was Shinto. It was only part of Shinto, but it 
seemed a good place to begin. The difficulty was that it was 
almost imposable to believe that such mythology was taken 
seriously in a country considered a modem Great Power. 

I had attempted to discuss the matter with Dee in Tokyo, 
but she had put me oflF with mada mada. I could not hope, 
she said, to xmderstand mythological Japan until I had seen 
the countryside untouched by Westernization. I had expected 
to see this country in going to Hokkaido, but Hokkaido is 
not the “real” Japan. It is a frontier, an outpost, almost a 
foreign country where climate and landscape are as different 
as possible from the other islands, especially the southern 
portions. Now that we were in Kamakura, the country was 
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all around us, and I was eager to see whether viewing un- 
Westernized Japan would, as Dee prophesied, make Shinto 
easier to understand. The first fair week-end, therefore, Dee 
suggested that we should go farther south along the coast to 
her favorite bit of country, and spend the night in an inn 
directly beside an Imperial Villa, where the Emperor himself 
often stayed. Mr. Sato, she said, would join us there on Sun- 
day for a swim. 

We decided this on a Friday evening, so that we could 
get an early Saturday start. It was only a two-hour journey, 
and nine in the morning found us getting off a bus in front 
of Hyama Inn. The modan world had vanished completely} 
we were in deep cotmtry. The narrow dirt road continued 
on, the sea on one side, and low hills on the other. Nothing 
else was in sight except the iim behind gray stone walls, and 
in the near distance a blur of roof in a forest of green, which. 
Dee said, was the Imperial Villa. 

The inn was typically Japanese, and we were received 
like wandering royalty} were welcomed and settled in a room 
with all the formal ritual that I now took for granted — ^the 
whole choreographic effect of a play being acted, so that we 
seemed, as always, to be doing a scene in a ballet that repre- 
sented a group getting settled in an inn, rather than actual 
people really doing so. Our room projected out into the 
garden, and with its open walls gave the effect of a summer- 
house. It was empty except for a low table, a few cushions, 
an enormoiiis wicker basket for o\ir clothes} and, in the toko- 
nomay an arrangement of huge, brown-speckled orange lilies. 
This room and this spot represented a Japan that seemed 
never to have heard of any civilization but its own. And the 
civilization, as represented by this formal empty room, was 
a civilization that made life into almost an abstraction. The 
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slow motion^ ritualistic behavior of our maids, that, in a 
modern restaurant in Tokyo seemed merely tedious indif- 
ference, here represented a manner of life, disciplined to 
adjust itself to this lack of privacy and space, and yes, too, 
to this sultry air — ^heavy with moisture that muffled mind 
and body so that you drooped under its living weight, in- 
capable of strenuous exertion, whether mental or physical. 
The human being in such a room was less a human being 
than at once actor and spectator of a formalized drama in 
which, like the Chinese theater, everj^ action was precise and 
symbolic, determined by tradition. 

In time, however, we had performed all the necessary 
rites. We could go for a walk. The entire staflF knelt in the 
hall to watch us put on our shoes and smile and bow sayonara. 
They continued to bow until we were through the gate. 

The country was familiar to Dee and she chose a narrow 
road that curved away from the sea, and led through a small 
village where children rushed out in swarms to stare at us 
and make jokes about Dee’s blond hair — ^and then on into 
the country. On both sides of the road were rice paddies 
which marched in terraces up the slopes of the little hills 
behind them. Everywhere people were working out-of-doors. 

Almost at once I found myself coming under the spell of 
the country. I had expected it to be beautiful, but this land- 
scape had a quality unlike anything I had ever seen anywhere 
before. It seemed unreal, a world of unnatural — ^that is, con- 
trived-perfection, as though the whole landscape had been 
intentionally designed perhaps for a stage set. The scale was 
miniature as though adapted to man, and there was nowhere 
the slightest jarring note, not the smallest disorder, no- 
where anything unpicturesque. 

The little hills were everywhere and the road curved to 
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avoid them. The clumps of houses and the paddy-fields 
merely filled the hollows between, or marched in terraces up 
the slopes behind them. The houses had mud walls- and roofs 
of thatch so that they might have sprung from the earth as 
naturally as the rice. Their open fronts showed interiors, 
empty and carpeted with straw that made a color contrast 
now with the greet shoots rising in the paddies, but would, 
in the autumn, exacdy echo it. The houses and fields seemed 
to have been arranged in relation to the little hills as though 
deliberately for effect, and the hills themselves — ^frothy with 
bamboo, scented with pine, and accented here and there with 
clumps of blue hydrangea or a cluster of orange lilies — 
seemed almost self-consciously theatrical, as the twisted small 
pines seemed to strike attitudes. It added to the unreality of 
the scene that, while the hills were miniature, the infrequent 
flowers were gigantic. The lilies were twice the size of the 
tiger lilies I knew at home, and the occasional hydrangea 
seemed as though forced in a hot-house. The atmosphere 
too suggested a hot-house — steaming and damp. Although 
it was not raining, a thin, gray mist covered the tops of the 
hflls and spread a thin pale smoke over the landscape, blur- 
ring the colors into tones of strange— almost fantastic — 
loveliness. 

In this setting, the people performing their homeliest 
chores gave an effect of theatrical ritual, not only because 
their costumes harmonized with the landscape, but because 
of a sort of stylization of movement. A group of women 
were transplanting rice sprouts j they wore tight-fitting, long, 
blue trousers, short Idmonos with a colored pattern on a 
white ground, the sleeves tied bade with a harness of colored 
cords, their sashes figured in red, yellow, green and blue, 
and their heads covered 'wth volcano-shaped straw hats tied 
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on with multicolored cords. They performed their grueling 
task as though it were some sort of dance festival — z step, 
then a bending over from the waist to thrust the stalk deep 
into the wet mud, agmn and again with a ceaseless, appar- 
ently effortless rhythm and meticulousness of movement 
that could delight the beholder of one sort as a kind of 
ballet, and a beholder of another sort as a wonderful example 
of labor-saving movement. Two men came toward us, walk- 
ing the narrow dike between the rice paddies. Slung from a 
bamboo pole resting on their shoulders, they carried a white 
wooden bucket bound with bamboo that contained human 
excrement to fertilize the rice fields. The effect was of some 
significant ritual. We stopped to watch a group of farmers 
who were ploughing a paddy-field with a water buffalo that 
plunged through the deep, black mud, stumbling and tossing 
its great curved horns while a small boy at his head beat him 
with a bamboo pole and the man leaned on the plough. They 
were plastered with black mud almost up to their chins, and 
their legs were caked, yet they were so satisfying from a 
pictorial point of view it was hard to remember that they 
were not merely part of some pastoral pageant. Even their 
discarded raincoats l3dng beside the road, since they were 
cone-shaped and made of straw, seemed to have been placed 
there to make one more touch of effective local color. 

Dee now guided me off the road onto a narrow path that 
led between terraced rice paddies up into the woods behind. 
She had seen, she said, a torn, the simple gate — one hori- 
zontal across two uprights — ^that always means a shrine. I 
had, while walking, noticed any num^r of these, but had 
been too enthralled by the scene in general to bother about 
the particular. The toriii when we reached it, opened into a 
small cleared place in the deep woods. In the background 
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was a small weatherbeaten wooden structure, with a shaggy 
thatch roof hung with hemp rope and the jagged, white 
paper lightning (the gohe'i) that symbolize purification in 
Shinto ritual. Before the structure crouched two gray stone 
images of foxes. This was a Fox shrine, a sacred place where 
Inari, the Rice God, was worshiped. The Fox, which is also 
a creatiare with miraculous powers of evil, was originally 
only the messenger of the Rice God, but this distinction was 
gradually lost, so that today the Fox — ^the evil spirit that can 
bewitch the unwary — ^is also worshiped as the Rice God, one 
of the guardians of the harvest. 

I stared at the images. Here was the Fox God about whom 
the government’s Bureau of Education had asked of high- 
school students, “Do you believe that the Fox has the power 
to bewitch you?” When I had been told by Dee in Tokyo 
that the government could ask such questions of students, I 
had been merely bewildered, as the presence of Fox shrines 
in the central city had bewildered me. Here, however, with 
these tense evil-looking images crouching in this moss-damp 
place with miles of fantastic covintry around me in every di- 
rection and the swarming rice paddies just below, the question 
no longer seemed incredible. For this Japan was obviously 
not living in a twentieth-century world in which such beliefs 
appear absurdities, and the Fox had meaning here as guardian 
of the rice harvest. 

I looked now for Fox shrines and foimd them everywhere. 
Some were weatherbeaten structures like the first, others were 
merely unprotected images in the woods behind the paddies, 
others only a cave — the entrance hung with the symbols of 
purification to announce it a shrine. Numerous as were the 
Fox shrines, however, they were only one of all the other 
shrines which we came upon, and the protector of the rice 
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was only one of the many things honored. There were shrines 
that seemed merely to annoxmce some special spot in the 
woods, some lovely view, or merely an ancient tree — ^all of 
them designated by the hemp rope and gohei, with some- 
times a small building reached by a wandering path or a 
flight of stone steps. We found triangular-shaped stones, 
phallic symbols obviously, roped with gohei to bring fer- 
tility to the land, erected beside the rice fields, side by side 
with sunken tubs of night-soil. We found isolated images, 
whose character Dee could not identify, guarding little secret 
places in the wood. 

The farther we wandered, the more the enchantment 
grew. Each turn of the road disclosed some new vista, some 
new arrangement of the same thatched cottages, rice paddy, 
hillside and shrines. The mist, that had shrouded everything 
when we set out, had been almost imperceptibly lifting and 
now it billowed softly around the pine trees on the tops of 
the hills. A faint illumination of sunlight sent thin, gold 
streaks plunging down to the valley where it stung to a bril- 
liant green the newly transplanted rice standing six inches 
tall in the paddies. The brown road took on a tone of purple, 
and the water rising above the black mud became slimy opal- 
escent. It was a setting invented for a dream, casting a spell, 
the anister enchantment of a fairy-tale. The evil Fox, that 
was also the Fox God, seemed the natural creature to popu- 
late these sacred groves. 

We walked all day. When weary, we climbed the steps to 
a shrine where we could sit in the woods and look down 
across a panorama of coxmtry. At one such shrine we were 
joined for a moment by a group of men who had come to- 
gether by bus from Tokyo — a club of factory workers on 
their yearly holiday, they told Dee. They were making a 
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round of famous views and the shrine we had chosen to rest 
in was one of them. They all bowed in turn to the shrine 
structure} bowed in turn to the landscape, then went off down 
the path, and on to the next shrine. For lunch we had noodles 
and tnochi — ^beanjelly covered with dough — ^which we bought 
in a small village from a roadside vendor and ate sitting on 
a square of matting beside the road. 

In the late afternoon we came into a small village lively 
with a festival. Lanterns were dangling from bamboo staves 
set up beside the road and every small house and shop was 
hung with paper rosettes and Shinto purification symbols. 
There was the usual orchestra of young men pounding drums 
in a bamboo pavilion, and just as we arrived, the usual fes- 
tival-procession was coming into the town — a group of young 
men carrying an omikoshi, followed by a troop of small boys. 
We sat down beside the road to watch the procession. Squat- 
ting beside us was a wrinkled farmer. His tight blue trousers 
encased him as though with a second skin. His feet were in 
cloven, earth-colored socks which made his feet look like 
hooves — ^he might have almost been the goat-footed god. 
Pan. 

Dee talked to him. What was the occasion of this festival? 
What was Kami, the god? 

The Kma, he told us, was a local deity, a lion god. It lived 
in a small temple several ri distant. There was now an epi- 
demic of some sidmess among the babies, who cried fretfully 
all the time, and would not eat. So the people had declared 
a day of festival and had brought down the lion god and 
were taking him to visit each home where there was a 
chUd. The lion was powa- and strength. He would make 
the children well. 
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After the procession, as we walked on down the road with 
the drumming beating in our ears, we were aware that the 
farmer was following us. As we turned to look back at him, 
he called out asking where we were going. Dee explained 
that we were staying at the Hyama Inn, that we had been 
walking all day, and were now looking for a path over the 
hiUs that would lead us back. He told us to follow him. He 
turned oflE the road, following the dikes between the rice 
paddies until he came to a narrow path that ascended the hill. 
Following this, he led us into the dooryard of a farmhouse 
where a woman was washing clothes. Our friend called out 
“Guests have come,” and she, without a word, scurried ahead 
of us toward the house. Our host seated us on the edge of 
the narrow veranda outside the open living-room, and the 
woman soon reappeared carrying a tray on which were three 
thimble-sized cups and a pottery jar. Dropping on her knees, 
she welcomed us formally with courtesy bows, and then, 
sitting back on her heels, she oflFered refreshment, well-aged 
plum sake^ a rich deep purple-red with a mellow aroma and 
flavor. She did not join us m our refreshments, nor did she 
utter a word. Peering around the edge of the door, a small 
child in a pink and red kimono stared at us silently. We 
rose at last, rested and refreshed, and expressed o\ir thanks 
as ceremoniously as we could. Our host presented us a final 
gift, a branch with one rosy apricot dangling. Then he 
walked with us to the edge of his farmyard and pointed out 
the path, while his wife and the little girl stood in the door- 
way and bowed sayonara. “Come back again,” he called after 
us as we went up into the hills. 
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Dee had been right in saying that a view of the country 
would make Shinto easier to understand. She had also been 
wrong. Thinking over the events of ovir walk the next day 
as we lounged in our room waiting for Sato, I tried to sort 
out in my mind some of the things I had learned. Shinto was 
a kind of nature-worship. So much seemed obvious, for the 
little weatherbeaten shrines had honored some lovely land- 
scapes, or some solitary tree, as well as the Fox that guarded 
the harvest. In Tokyo, however, the important Shinto shrines 
were such things as the Imperial Palace, the tombs of dead 
Emperors, and the Yasakuni Shrine, where the spirits of sol- 
diers killed in battle were worshiped. The connection between 
an Emperor God and a Fox God was far from clear, yet 
both of these were Shinto deities. Dee had put off my ques- 
tions by telling me to keep them for Sato, since he was a 
more competent tutor than she. 

When Sato came, however, our first thought was a swim, 
and we lost no time in getting into our bathing-suits and 
down to the beach. The sea was chalky green and an off- 
shore typhoon sent the waves rolling in in high breakers 
that felt hot to my hand. Sato plunged through them like a 
seal, but Dee and I were content to remain near shore. Even 
here we were tattered and breathless, and soon stretched out 
on the sand with the spent waves breaking over us. Grinning, 
and sleek from the sea, Sato joined us. I told him he was 
half-fish. 

“Saf We Japanese feel a strong Idnship with the sea.” He 
looked at me seriously. “It is very important to xis, of course. 
It gives us much of our livelihood.” He said it with a sort 
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of affection, as though the sea were a personality, as real as 
a human being, and as he said it, I suddenly remembered 
that, according to the mythology the Japanese call history, 
the Emperor is directly descended from the marriage of a 
daughter of a Sea God and a descendant of the Sun Goddess. 

I raised myself on an elbow to stare in the direction of 
the Imperial Villa. It was separated from our crescent of 
beach only by the jagged mass of a small, rocky hill that 
went straight to the sea’s edge and formed a barrier. How 
odd to remember that the living Emperor who might bathe 
in a beach like ours, so close beside us, was worshiped as a 
descendant of the Sun and the Sea. 

Nevertheless, here in the country, as Dee had prophesied, 
the legends were easier to understand. The scene before us 
was lovely with the same strange, almost fantastic, beauty 
that had so moved me during our walk the day before, and 
on our own beach when the fishermen had launched their 
devil god. The moisture-heavy atmosphere dulled and 
blurred the colors of sand and rocks into unfamiliar tones, 
blurred the contours of the adjacent cliff so that it seemed 
soft and insubstantial. The green of the sea was opaque and 
chalky, and where the waves flattened out on the sand and 
curled along the glittering beach, water and earth seemed to 
dissolve and become one. It was a setting in which a Words- 
worth would certainly discern “Proteus risiag from the sea,” 
or Triton blowing his “wreathed horn.” 

Dee interrupted my thoughts by saying she had a story to 
tell us. Once, she said, she had come to this inn with some 
Japanese friends, and had come down to this beach to make 
some sketches. She had colored chalks and was trying to cap- 
ture the curious subtle tones of the sand and the rocky barrier 
cutting this beach off from that of the Emperor’s Villa, when 
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suddenly she had been surrounded by a troop o£ policemen 
who confiscated her sketches and hauled her off to the police 
station. Sketching so near the Sacred Residence was a serious 
offense, lese-majeste , of course. Only the fact that she was 
English, had lived for some time in the country, and had in- 
fluential Japanese friends who vouched for her innocence of 
evil intent had saved her from a long prison sentence. 

I sat up and stared at the rocky barrier, the poetry of 
mythological Japan vanquished by the prose of political 
Japan. For Dee had completed my thought that her story 
had interrupted. The difficulty with Japanese m}^hology was 
that it was offered as history to the Japanese children in 
school, to everyone who read the newspapers and magazines, 
or who listened to the lecturers at the “Colleges of Culture.” 
This mythological Emperor, who represented the poetic mar- 
riage of the Sea and the Sun, happened also to be the Head 
of the State of a Great Power. 

I told Sato of my confusion. I said that, wHle it was pos- 
sible to appreciate the legends as poetry, it did not seem pos- 
sible that such mythology could have any real meaning in a 
modern nation, and it was impossible to understand the gov- 
ernment’s emphasis upon it 

Sato turned on one elbow to fece me. “It is true,” he said, 
“that today our leaders are greatly over-doing it, but that 
does not mean that the legends are not of real importance. 
Shinto, our national religion, as you know means the Way 
of the Gods.” 

I interrupted, “But what gods? The deified Emperors, or 
the Fox?” 

“Both,” Sato said. “And naany more— all of our gods are 
related to each other and to us, and the Sun Goddess is the 
mother of all.” 
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He looked at me and grinned. He said he knew it annoyed 
an American to receive explanations in terms of mythology. 
This was because Americans were accustomed to thinking in 
concrete terms, while the Japanese thought in terms of im- 
ages and symbols. If I wanted to state it baldly, however, I 
could say that by referring to the Sun Goddess the Japanese 
was merely going back to his sources. I should forget the 
Great Power Japan for a moment, he said, and think of agri- 
cultural Japan. I should remember that in developing their 
dvUization, the Japanese had had to adapt themselves to the 
facts of their environment. Some were sober facts, like the 
smothering climate that slowed down body and brain, the 
smallness of the islands, and the lack of arable land and na- 
tional resources} but beyond such concrete facts was the 
equally important, if less tangible, fact of the strange, misted 
beauty of the countryside and surrounding sea that had 
caused the Japanese to fall in love with their islands, and to 
become nature-worshipers. 

He sat up to gesture toward the sea and the lull that sepa- 
rated us from an Emperor God. I nodded to show I under- 
stood. And I did understand as long as I forgot the modern 
nation, for with this mysterious blurred scene before me, it 
was easy to remember the little shrines honoring some ancient 
tree, or some secret spot in the woods, and the group of fac- 
tory workers who had come by bus from Tokyo to bow to a 
landscape. But Sato was going on. 

He said the Japanese had become nature-worshipers, and 
also fatalists, for the islands had two aspects — ^there was the 
heavy, weighted serenity} and there was also sudden, fre- 
quent violence. There were earthquakes, tidal waves, ty- 
phoons of devastating ferocity. These must be accepted also. 
This land, so benign, and so impredictable and malignant. 
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was alive to the Japanese. They peopled it with living gods, 
evd spirits, deities of earth and air and water j and identified 
themselves with the most gracious and powerful. Shinto — 
the Way of the Gods — included the rites, rituals and habits 
that expressed the relationship of the people with their land 
and their gods. Its power lay in its very vagueness, its ab- 
sence of conscious intellectual dogmas. It expressed feelings 
that were largely in the subconscious rather than the con- 
scious mind, and so, because they were never examined, were 
never questioned. 

The word hmiy Sato went on, the word the Japanese use 
for “god,” is applied indiscriminately to any thing or person, 
either honored or feared. The Shinto kanni were, therefore, 
extremely numerous. There were the Ancestral Deities — 
the gods that were the ancestors of the Sacred Isles, the gods 
that were the ancestors of the Imperial Family, the gods that 
were the ancestors of the people. Most of these were nature 
gods — ^the Sun and Sea had fathered the Emperor; and most 
of the tutelary deities of the people were the gods of their 
local landscape. Then there were the other nature gods, the 
deities and spirits — some friendly, some malign — of the rocks 
and waterfalls, the trees, the rain and the storm. In addition 
to these mythological ancestors and nature gods, there were 
the actual ancestors of the people, who were also worshiped 
with Shinto ceremonial. The rites of Shinto, Sato went on, 
were the rites of ancestor-worship and agriculture: cere- 
monies to purify against evil, either from the malicious dead 
or malicious deities; and rites to coerce or cajole the nature 
gods to insure fruitfulness of men and sea and land; rites of 
thank^ving for good harvests. 

Sato gestured toward the Imperial Villa. The Emperor, 
he said, was High Priest of Shinto — the worship of the na- 
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ture gods that were responsible for the creation and preserva- 
tion of life. And the Emperor was also one of these same 
nature gods, descendant of the Sun and the Sea. The national 
festivals at which the Tenno offidated in his role of High 
Priest were the nature festivals in which the ancestral deities 
were supplicated for plentiful harvests — of grain or fish or 
offspring; or the harvest festivals, thanks to the gods for a 
fruitful season. Fertility — of earth and sea and man — ^this was 
the core of Shinto; the national holidays were celebrations 
of the High Priest of Shinto in contact with the Imperial 
Ancestors, performing for the nation the same sort of rites 
that the people performed locally. 

It was true, Sato went on, that the modern use of my- 
thology in the schools and in the Cidt of Emperor-worship 
was political in intention. Nevertheless, the political value 
was due predsely to the fact that the myths were stiU gen- 
uinely descriptive of the facts of agricultural Japan. There 
was even a certain justification for calling the myths “his- 
tory,” since in Japan dvili2ation had been static and uninter- 
rupted, quite unlike the dynamic changing civilizations of 
Europe and America. In Japan, the M5^hological Age had 
never been left behind. I would find, he said, that the Japa- 
nese farmer referred to Inari, the Rice God, as casually as 
an American farmer referred to a tractor, and with much the 
same practical intention. In his country, he said, the gods still 
replaced sdence, as the center and core of life, for the farmer 
beating out his rice with a primitive wcxxlen flail has more 
respect and need for co-operation from nature than has the 
man whose mechanical contrivances have succeeded, at least 
partly, in subduing nature’s unpredictability. It was predsely 
because agriculture was still so important and primitive in 
Japan and because the andent rites and customs were so 
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deeply rooted that the same gods could be used today by 
ambitious or frightened leaders for their own or nationalistic 
aggressive ends. For there was today another kind of Shinto 
— a modern kind called “Pure Shinto” — ^which was merely a 
technique, used by the ruling cliques, to direct the instinctive 
feeling of the people for their land and gods and ancestors 
into channels of aggressive nationalism. 

Sato gestured again toward the Imperial Villa, “The West- 
erner,” he said, “should have less difficulty in understanding 
Pure Shinto, for it is pure politics and pure nationalism. It 
is the worship of the Emperor as the Head of the State. Its 
jkami are not only the mythological ancestors of the Divine 
Emperor, not only the actual ancestors — ^the deified members 
of the Imperial Family from ancient times — ^but also cer- 
tain national heroes, statesmen, great admirals and generals, 
soldiers killed in battle, and even animals who have served 
their country. The Sun Goddess,” Sato continued, “plays a 
part in this Shinto also, a very important part, for she is the 
connecting link between Before-Perry and After-Perry Japan 
— she is the Sun, the creator and preserver of life 5 she is 
also the Divine Ancestress of the Head of our modern nation. 
Our goddess is the great source of our national strength, for 
because of the veneration felt by the people for the Termo 
as High Priest and nature god, they will follow blindly 
wherever he seems to be leading them.” 

I was getting cold, and sitting up, I shoved back out of 
the reach of the sea, and pulled my bathing-wrap aroimd 
my shoulders. The journey in Time on which Sato had just 
taken us was a long one, back to the earliest stage of human 
dvilization when man depended on ritual magic to protect 
him from the mysterious and xmpredictable forces of nature. 
In sudi a world the American was lost. Of all the great na- 
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tions, America alone had never had a mythological begin- 
ning. We were children of the industrial revolution — ^we 
had conquered a vast continent swiftly with the help of ma- 
chines. We had never worshiped nature, we had conquered 
her. Our notions about life were practical. There had been 
great forests to clear, great plains to cross, vast prairies to 
plant with wheat and corn, vast deposits of oil and coal, iron 
and gold to dig out from the earth. There was not time or 
place for the nonsense of mythology. The nature gods wor- 
shiped by the pre-Christian Greeks and Romans, which were 
our only cultural contact with the mythological age of man, 
were interesting only to small groups of literary folk — ^they 
had no genuine place in American culture. Ceres, goddess of 
agriculture, used to appear in some noral courthouse mural, 
but today, she has been definitely displaced by the tractor. 
How then could an American rmderstand Japan — a Great 
Power with aggressive mechanized armies overrunning a 
neighboring country, competing in the markets of the world 
with the industrialized Western nations, but also a nation 
still living in the age of nature gods, with a nature god for 
its Head of State; a nation that taught this mythology in 
school and called it history. 

America was wholly the product of the machine-age. 
Japan, however, was like a shaft thrust back through the 
ages to the beginning by some cosmic archeologist, in which 
each succeeding period was clearly exposed, with the different 
strata dovetriled and interlapping, and colored everywhere 
by the mythological past that veined the whole like the flow- 
ing streams in a slab of marble. Mythological Japan was 
sensible as a civilization that had persisted, as though pre- 
served under glass, from the earliest stage of human society, 
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when man — not having science to help him — ^relied on the 
gods, 

Sato swung up to sit beside me, folding his legs easily into 
the Buddha posture. “Japan is the Land of the Gods,” he 
said, “and today some of our gods wear fedoras.” He was 
silent for a moment and then he added, have in my 
country a genuine anachronism. There is our mythological 
Japan, a deeply rooted agricultural civilization 5 and then, 
there is also a small concentrated twentieth-century mecha- 
nized civilization that is using mythological Japan for its 
own ends.” 


4 

“The knowledge of the country’s history is to be more generally 
given in order that the people may better comprehend and appreci- 
ate our unique national policy based upon the union of the Em- 
peror and subjects.” — Item on Adjustment of FuhUc Thought^ 
offered in the Japanese Diet in 1933 as a statement of the purpose 
behind the proposal to set up a Department of Social Affairs. 

Living at E^makura, with the small farms and fishing vil- 
lages all around us, it was not easy to forget agricultural 
Shinto. Mythological Japan was also much in evidence as 
we wandered daily through the temples and shrines that 
honored the nation’s improbable heroes, statesmen, and gods. 
Of the modem nation, which could use such things politi- 
cally, however, there was no trace. That is, there was no 
trace that I could recognize. Trying to understand Japan is 
like solving a jigsaw puzzlej the parts may be there plainly 
visible all about you, but they have no meaning until you 
see them in relation to the other parts. 

It was Sato who called my attention to a celebration of 
political Shinto. A few weeks after our week-end at Hyama, 
he sent me a newspaper clipping on which he had scrawled 
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the message that he thought I would find the event described 
interesting, and that he expected to come to Kamakura to 
report it, and if he did, he would try to run in to see us. I 
read the clipping with interest, and found that I had already 
seen it in my paper. It told an interesting little story, and 
announced a festival: 

Households in Ayukawa Village To Eat Mochi [beanjelly candy 
covered with dough] For the First Time in 600 Years. 

To o£Fer apologies for an unkindly act committed by their 
ancestors six hundred years ago, the people of A3rukawa, a little 
village of Wakayama Prefecture, will offer mochi to the Kama- 
kuragu Shrine, Kamakura, dedicated to the memory of Prince 
Morinaga, on August 19, when the 600th anniversary of the 
Prince’s death will be celebrated. 

Defeated in his battle against rebels, Prince Morinaga with a 
few retainers was obliged to hide, and on October 29, 1331, he 
passed through the village of Ayukawa. The Prince and his party 
were fatigued and hungry, having eaten nothing the whole day. 

At the houses of the villagers, they asked for some food, but they 
were refused. The day was the festival of Inoko at the village, and 
the villagers made millet mochi and placed them on the door eaves. 
The Prince asked to have some of these mochiy but even that re- 
quest was refused, as the villagers were afraid to give anything to 
strangers because of the disturbed state of things at that time. 

It was soon after the departure of the hungry Prince and his 
retainers that the villagers learned that the person to whom they 
refused to give even a single piece of mochi was Prince Morinaga. 
Such a discourteous act toward an Imperial Prince was something 
the villagers could not think of. So, to atone for their wrong, they 
resolved not to make or eat mochi forever. Thus for more than 
600 years, the village people never made mocM even on New 
Year’s Day, while all the surrounding villages had consumed 
mochi on New Year’s and other occasions of festivity. 


The village of Ayukawa followed this custom ever since 1331, 
but the villagers finally decided to make mochi on the occasion of 
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the 600th anniversary o£ the death of Prince Morinaga and repre- 
sent them to His memory to apologize for the discourtesy committed 
by their ancestors more than 600 years ago. 

With the offering of their mochi to the Kamakuragu Shrine, 
the villagers of Ayukawa will have their first mocht since 1331, 

A rejoicing celebration will be held by the village on that day, all 
households making and eating mochi for the first time in six cen- 
turies, knowing that the disloyal act of their forefathers had been 
pardoned with the passage of 600 years and their strict observation 
of the resolution not to eat mochi during that period. 

When I had seen this announcement in my own paper, I 
had read it with amusement, marveling at the Japanese who 
could abstain, en masse, from beanjelly candy for six hundred 
years as punishment for an \mintentional slight to an Im- 
perial Prince. I should have attended the celebration, prob- 
ably, for Akiko and I enjoyed the festivals that were a daily 
occurrence somewhere in the neighborhood and visited as 
many as we could. That this should be important enough for 
a Tokyo newspaper to send a star reporter down to cover it, 
however, gave it seriousness that added mystery to the other 
pleasures. I took the clipping to Akiko and asked her for 
in formation about Prince Morinaga. She knew nothing ex- 
cept that since he was enshrined in a temple, he was obviously 
one of the Shinto gods. “Shtikany^ she said. “Shifi$o httmP 
That was all one needed to know. At my request, she made 
inquiries among our neighbors and tradesmen. No one knew 
more about this Prince. 

When Dee came home, I showed her the clipping and 
asked for enlightenment. She told me that the festival was a 
demonstration of political Slunto. It was one of numerous 
such celebrations of the State Cult of Emperor-worship by 
which the government constantly sought to instruct the 
people in history and culturej and to remind them that their 
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religious leader was also the ruler of the country. She added 
that because of the crisis, the government was constantly find- 
ing excuses for new celebrations; and they had probably dug 
this Prince out of the history books as a peg for one of their 
patriotic demonstrations. 

Although I had seen innumerable festivals of different 
sorts, I had not yet seen one of the official celebrations of the 
Emperor-Cult and Akiko and I decided not to miss this one. 

We haunted it for three days. It was a wonderful 
spectacle! Not only did it have all the usual delights of 
such celebrations — ^the decorated booths for food and lucky 
charms, the story-tellers and similar sideshows, and the 
people themselves, eternally bowing and waving fans in a 
slow-motion pantomime — ^but it had also a constant succes- 
sion of special entertainments of impressive theatrical perfec- 
tion. There was dramatic music in honor of the Prince written 
by a famous composer and performed by the most famous 
Tokyo orchestra; there were exhibitions of judo (wrestling) 
by obese top-knotted professionals; exhibitions of gekken, a 
special sort of fencing that in Before-Perry Japan was a dis- 
cipline for the samurai; there were exhibitions also of other 
ancient forms of wrestling and fencing that today could only 
be seen at some special celebration. There were exhibitions 
of Flower Arrangement by masters from Tokyo; and exhi- 
bitions of Tea Ceremony. 

As spectacles, these entertainments could scarcely be sur- 
passed on the professional stages of any country. The cos- 
tumes were archaic, complex and dramatic. The music, a 
composition for voice and instrument and drum, was exciting 
and disturbing — depending as much on the formal precision 
of gesture as on tone and rh 5 ^hm. The gekken and thie other 
forms of fencing were elaborately stylized in costume and 



LAND OF THE GODS 


2II 


gestures, so that they suggested a ballet far more than a 
combat, and were, in fact, precisely like the ritualistic stylized 
dance-combats of the traditional Chinese theater. 

These entertainments, of course, represented a civilization 
that is in grave danger of total extinction in modern Japan. 
The purpose of showing them here was to revive the people’s 
pride in their own culture as an antidote against spreading 
Westernization. In Before-Perry Japan much of the formal 
ritualistic culture was the special province of privileged 
classes, and in modem Japan it is neglected as the ancient 
classes disappear and the wealthy turn toward Westerniza- 
tion. The government was attempting to preserve this cul- 
ture by putting it into the universities and schools. Gehken 
was today a disdpline for the university students; and little 
schoolgirls all over the country were being initiated into the 
mysteries of Flower Arrangement and Tea Ceremony. 

The attempt to preserve the culture as pure spectacle was, 
of course, possible of realization. The attempts, however, to 
streamline certain of the mysteries, to adapt them to the 
modern world, and so popularize them, merely reduced them 
to absurdity. Akiko and I saw this only too clearly in an ex- 
hibition of Tea Ceremony in which we participated. In its 
original form. Tea is a Mystery. It involves the making, 
serving, and drinldng of powdered tea, in a spedal and secret 
setting, using carefully chosen utensils, according to a punc- 
tilious ritual. Here, at this festival, it was performed by little 
schoolgirls — self-conscious, frightened, and inqjt; moreover, 
it was served in an open booth, furnished with Western-style 
benches and tables, to everyone who cared to try, whether 
they knew the ritual or not. The effect was merely to bur- 
lesque the slow-motion punctilious ritual of the original; and 
instead of preserving Cha-no-yu, this modernized version 



212 YEAR OF THE WILD BOAR 

seemed actually to destroy it completely by making it seem 
an absurdity. 

These entertainments, however, were only part o£ the fes- 
tivities, for the festival was first of all a lesson in history and 
Emperor-worship. The uniting core of the celebration was 
the worship of the Prince as a member of the Imperial Fam- 
ily. It was to honor the Emperor that innumerable pilgrims 
— ^their affiliation designated by some bright-ribbon badge — 
came in chartered buses from distant parts of the country. 

The shrine of the Prince was a cave in a little wood behind 
the main temple structure, and in this cave was the pile of 
pink-and-white mochi presented to the Prince’s memory by 
the repentant villagers of Ayukawa. Akiko and I, paying our 
respects to this shrine in the wake of a group of pilgrims, 
heard the story of the Prince recounted by the Shinto priest 
who served as guide for the pilgrims. That is, of course, 
AMko heard the story and reported it to me. 

Prince Morinaga was the son of an Emperor who had 
been deprived of his power by military dictators. The Prince 
had attempted to arouse the people against the usurping 
military power in an effort to restore the actual rule to the 
Emperor. The Emperor, however, misled by treacherous ad- 
visors, came to distrust his son and allowed him to be cap- 
tured and imprisoned in this very cave. Before the treachery 
was discovered, the Prince was set upon by assassins, one of 
whom attacked him with a short sword. The Prince strug- 
gled bravely and succeeded in breaking off the blade of the 
sword with his teeth. This valor was tmavailing, however, 
and he was overpowered and beheaded. This was in 1331. 
Although the place where his head was discovered was roped 
off and kept sacred, and the Prince buried nearby, this shame- 
ful treatment of an Imperial person was not properly atoned 
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for until 1869. Then, after the military dictatorship that had 
ruled Japan for more than two centuries was overthrown 
and the Emperor, called Meiji, was “restored” to his right- 
ful place as Head of the State, this temple was built by Im- 
perial command as an apology to the assassinated Prince, and 
the Emperor Meiji, in person, visited this shrine to offer to 
the spirit of the Prince the apologies of the Imperial House. 

This story, which seemed entirely satisfactory, not only to 
the pilgrims but also to Akiko, quite bewildered me, for not 
only did the supernatural detail of the Prince biting the 
sword-blade give the story the unreal quality that is a notable 
part of most of Japan’s historyj but also it seemed extraor- 
dinary that the Emperor Meiji, newly restored to the posi- 
tion of Head of State in a nation struggling with the prob- 
lems that attended the “opening of the door,” should have 
taken the time to apologize so publicly to a remote and not 
very important ancestor. 

That this Prince was not unimportant to the Japanese, 
however, was clearly proved on the last day of the festival, 
when the Civil Government, the Military, and the Church 
united to do him honor. High officials in top hats and pin- 
striped trousers, and important officers of the Army and 
Navy in full-dress uniform, came down from Tokyo to as- 
semble under a striped canopy on the terrace overlooking 
the main courtyard— below them, on the stone steps and in 
the court, Shinto priests, in white robes and black lacquered 
hats and clogs, stood inamobUe, bearing on their outstretched 
hands symbolic objects, such as stuffed pheasants and rab- 
bits; hundreds of thousands of spectators, absorbed and si- 
lent, swarmed everywhere, clinging to the grassy slopes and 
surrounding walls, and even in the trees; while banked 
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around the court were h\indreds of mummers in fantastic 
archaic costumes waiting for their turn in the celebration. 

The officials gave speeches which summarized the history 
of the Prince, which said that the “Land of the Gods” was in 
a state of crisis, and that the people must be faithful to their 
ancient way, and follow their Tenno who was today leading 
them. Between speeches groups from the waiting mummers 
dashed to the center of the court for a succession of per- 
formances — dramas in pantomime, ritualistic and symbolic 
dances with masks, simple folk dances, and comic acrobatics. 
All of them were traditional, as were the costumes, and some 
of the dances were said to have been performed regularly 
before the Imperial House ever since the mythological past, 
as the music— dissonant and intricately rhythmic — ^had been 
performed in the mythological age to entice the Sun Goddess. 

At the end of the afternoon, the whole affair exploded in 
a procession that overffowed the town, augmented as it went 
along by battalions of little boys with pink and red towels 
wrapped around their bristly hair, by legions of paper-deco- 
rated bicycles, and by vast elaborately carved festival chariots 
drawn by white oxen, in which orchestras of young men made 
complex music. 

As Alriko and I wandered home— with the procession boil- 
ing around us — found myself marveling at the whole affair. 
Surely this was an enormous amount of entertainment to be 
given free in honoring a Prince who had been dead for six 
hundred years, and whom the average citizen had never, up 
to this moment, heard of. For these three days of the best 
professional entertainment in the country had not cost the 
majority of the people there a single sen. Admission, of 
course, was free. There was no charge for any of the exhi- 
Htions, which were all given on open platforms. The pil- 
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grims who viewed the Prince’s shrine paid a few sen to do 
so 5 and most of the people who attended scattered a few sen 
in the money-box of the main temple. This, however, was 
all — ^and even this not compulsory. Even the people from 
out-of-town need not have spent much. Food — ^noodles, cold 
rice balls, beanjelly — ^was cheap. They could sleep, without 
cost— or for a small present — on the temple mats. Even 
transportation was trifling, since most of the people came in 
groups in chartered buses, and for those who used the rail- 
ways the government on such occasions makes very cheap ex- 
cursion rates. 

Thinking of all this, I was inevitably reminded of the for- 
mula by which the dictators of ancient Rome secured the 
allegiance of their people — ^bread and circuses. The Japanese 
people seemed to be able to exist on the minimum of bread, 
but certainly their circuses were extremely numerous and 
very grand. This particular circus had taught the Japanese 
something of his country’s history j aroused his interest in the 
ancient culture of his vanishing civilization; built up his 
pride in his national heritage. It reminded him that his na- 
tion was the “Land of the Gods” — ^niled by a member of an 
Imperial Family that had reigned in an unbroken line since 
the beginning of time — an Imperial Family so venerated that 
for six hundred years a whole village would punish itself for 
even an unintentional slight to one of its minor members. 

More than all this, however, as Sato pointed out when he 
dropped in later, this festival taught a political lesson; it 
stated that, although at one time the Emperor had been over- 
ruled by a military dictatorship, today he was ruling in per- 
son. The devotion of the people for their Emperor as High- 
Priest of thdr national religion is so great that all laws an- 
nounced in his name have the force of divine decrees. The 
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Emperor must seem to be actually ruling. Therefore, in 
modem Japan, although the decisions are made behind the 
scenes by the leaders of various ruling cliques (the Army, 
Navy and big industrialists), the decision, once made, is an- 
nounced by the Emperor. Today the various cliques, fearful 
of an impending international crisis, were at odds with each 
other on policy. It was, therefore, necessary as never before 
that the people should remain calm and continue to be loyal 
to their ancient customs and duties. To assure this stability, 
all the opposing cliques presented a united front in these in- 
cessant festivals of Emperor-worship, telling the people in- 
sistently that the gods would always guard their Sacred Land, 
that the divine Termo was leading them, that they should 
continue to obey the ancient customs, continue to give all their 
wealth to the State, in confidence that whatever was decided 
by the government was the wisest decision possible, because 
it was the decision of the Emperor. 

This was the “Theory of the State” taught in the schools; 
taught to the recruits in the Army; told incessantly over the 
radio and on lecture platforms by government officials and 
army officers who toured the country; and the people accepted 
it as people everywhere accept anything they hear often 
enough. 

5 

The lesson of Prince Morinaga was that Shinto is impor- 
tant not only inside Japan but to the world at large, since it 
is the central core of national stability for a Great Power. 
How important Shinto was in the modem world outside 
Japan I did not realize until later when it was dramatized for 
me — curiously enough — at a festival of the Nichiren Sect of 
Buddhism. 
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Japanese Buddhism, I had learned, has little in common 
with Buddhism as it is elsewhere. When I first saw a Shinto 
folk dance being used as part of a Buddhist festival, I was 
bewildered. Inquiring about this, however, I was told that 
the Japanese genius consists in an ability to take foreign insti- 
tutions, accepting and adapting whatever is most useful to 
the Japanese civilization. Buddhism had been so thoroughly 
amalgamated with Shinto that today for the vast majority of 
adherents the two were indistinguishable. 

In the early autumn, the Muros took me to the annual 
festival of the Nichiren Sect at its most important temple 
at Katese, not far from Kamakura. It was, in atmosphere and 
feeling, entirely unlike any other festival I had seen. I was 
femiliar by now with the characteristic sign of Nichiren — ^the 
syncopated tomtom beat of the small wooden drums which 
the pilgrims carry, shoulder-high, and poxmd ceaselessly to 
the monotonous, obsessive rhythm of their chant, "Nmw 
myoho renge kyd*' (Glory to the Sutra of the Lotus of God). 
This chanting and drumming is one of the strange overtones 
of Japan, but hearing it in the dty, or even in the distance 
in the country, is a very different experience from hearing it 
in the midst of the frenzy of festival. 

The beat is a syncopated sound suggesting voodoo and 
primitive magic. The pilgrims march in groups, shrouded in 
white robes, pounding, chanting — ^thelr eyes fixed and staring 
as though under hypnosis; for the most part old people, or 
people who look old, with wrinkled faces like some strange 
saurian creatures from some underwater world. They had 
come, many of them, from distant villages, and they sleep 
stretched out on the mats of the temple floor, and eventually, 
still drumming, will march back to their village, blind with 
the god. 
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At night the excitement swells until the atmosphere seems 
to throb like a high-tension wire. The steep flight of stone 
steps that leads up to the temple is lighted by flares, and 
massed with spectators — ^fishermen, farmers, small shop- 
keepers from the neighboring villages. Mutilated lepers 
crouch among them, extending stumps of arms and legs, 
crying for charity — for this temple at festival time is a special 
sanctuary for lepers. Overhead the dark branches of the giant 
trees interlock in a deep gloom. In a moment of dead silence, 
the cicadas’ shrill notes seem a thin echo of the lotus chant. 
The spectators, in a tense silence, watch the procession of 
pilgrims who come in waves, mounting the steps between 
the masses of people, pounding their drums. In between the 
groups of pilgrims come throngs of fisherboys, half-naked, 
whirling great canopies, called mcmdo, clapping, leaping, and 
uttering occasional harsh cries. The mando is a large, loosely 
slung, umbrella-shaped canopy of bamboo slung from a six- 
foot pole. It is decorated with rosettes and streamers of paper, 
goheiy hemp, ribbon, and dangling lanterns, and crowned with 
a spire of silver or gold. The young men carry it for miles, 
whirling, twisting, leaping and lunging until the silver flashes 
in the lanterns’ rays and the long streamers writhe in fantas- 
tic movements like living serpents, and the glittering, whirl- 
ing mmdo seems alive in their hands as if it were, in fact, a 
god controlling the young men, rather than being controlled 
by them. 

Watching this scene, the Shinto rituals, so picturesque and 
even sensible as part of a simple, agricultural civilization, 
became suddenly sinister. What was happening inside of these 
dreamwalkers, pounding their drums, I did not know. What 
I did know was that the combination of the sultry air, the 
massed thousands, the frantic, steady beating of those obses- 
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sive drums, the monotonous chants, the writhing young men 
with their glittering mando^ the undercurrent of insect noises 
— ^all this made up a whole that possessed the crowd and 
caused a release of tension that welded the entire mass into 
some sort of organism. These people, pilgrims and spectators 
alike, were unaware of themselves, caught up in some explo^ 
sion, some concentrated absorption, free of self-consciousness 
or self-examination. 

This festival and these rituals were different from the 
innumerable others I had seen. Yet, thinking now of the 
monotonous unceasing dancing circles, remembering the in- 
sistent mass genuflections before some temple or shrine, it 
occurred to me that what they all had in common was a 
kind of self-hypnosis by communal repetition of some simple 
well-known formula, the process destroying personality and 
welding the worshipers together into an unthinking mass of 
blind faith. Perhaps it was because I knew that this sect had 
been of great political importance in modem Japan and that 
its fanatic followers were at the forefront of a frenzied na- 
tionalism which had broken out in deeds of violence, that a 
new importance of Shinto occurred to me. 

For watching these chanting, drumming pilgrims, it was 
impossible not to think of modem Gernoany, with the Nazis 
at their great spectacular rallies, saluting in a frantic rhythm 
to the repeated chant of Sieg Heily or Heil Hitler, These 
obsessive rituals for endudng mass hypnosis were being used 
to create a fanatic loyalty to a mystic leader, and beyond 
that, a fanatic nationalism. Filhrefy ein Vaterlandy ein 
VoW ^ — ^the three bound together in this hypnotic surrender 
that destroyed the individual as cm individudy and left only 
“Ein Volk” — concentrated in a frenzy of blind nationalism. 

This was Pure Shinto — a pathological nationalism, deliber- 
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ately whipped up by leaders by the use of slogans and rites 
— Abased on the notion of the mystic union of leader and land 
and people. There was, however, this difference between 
Japanese and European Shinto. In Germany, and in Italy — 
where the same sort of ritual practice prevailed — the slogans 
and rites had to be consciously and deliberately invented by 
the propaganda bureaus. The practices, therefore, were arti- 
ficial, not deep-rooted, and might at any time be canceled by 
a return to rationalistic common-sense, or self-consciousness, 
or the sting of defeat. In Japan such rituals had been com- 
mon practice for hundreds of years. They were still meaning- 
ful as part of a body of folk practices that had never been 
left behind. The twentieth-century rationalism had never 
touched this Japan, had not touched most of Japan, and prac- 
tices that were anachronistic in Europe were here merely a 
normal part of the ancient way. Those observers who said 
that modem Japan was copying her totalitarian techniques 
from the Nazis were vastly mistaken. There was no need 
for Japan to mimic Germany, either in techniques for arous- 
ing mass patriotism or for controlling their people and hold- 
ing them close to the national line. All that the Japanese 
leaders had to do was to use the institutions and customs that 
had prevailed in Japan since time immemorial. And to weld 
this complex of religious, agricultural and communal rites 
and habits and emotions into an aggressive nationalism, all 
that was necessary was to identify the powers of evil with 
certain cliques of their own people and with some foreign 
enemy. And ance the whole complex of Divine Leader, 
Divine Land, and Divine People was, in Japan, genuinely 
rooted in daily customs, it gave the Japane^ a national power 
and drive that seemed fantastic when compared vrith their 
actual energy and strength. 
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6 

While I was learning about the gods at political and 
orgiastic festivals, AKko and I were also learning about the 
day-by-day life of our neighbors in its less dramatic mo- 
ments. I had gotten interested in the fishermen on the day 
we saw them launch their devil god to quiet a tempestuous 
sea, and I had suggested to Akiko that we visit them and try 
to find out just how seriously they took their mythology and 
how they lived in between festivals. Their villages lay all 
around us, and almost ddly for weeks we made an expedi- 
tion to some one of them, watching the work and talking 
to the people. 

At first, we were not always received with friendliness, for 
foreigners were a rare sight in these small villages, and it was 
not unlikely that I was the first one many of these people had 
ever seen. Then, too, Akiko always wore Western clothes 
when she expected to interpret for me — since asking questions 
was a very un-Japanese occupation — ^and the people were sus- 
picious of this foreign-looking Japanese on intimate terms 
with a foreigner. The young men, working on the beach, 
called out bawdy remarks, the children pursued, calling Akiko 
an eta (an outcast), a term of contempt, and the older women 
were silent and disapproving. We persisted, however, and 
thanks to my Camera soon made our peace. Everyone was de- 
lighted to be photographed, and even when the prints were 
not good they accepted my desire to record the scene as a 
friendly gesture. I took pictures of all I could, and when we 
return^ to distribute the prints, we had the entire village 
about us, looking and laughing and maJdng jokes with entire 
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camaraderie. In time, we could wander where we wished, 
look at everything and even ask questions. 

Our favorite village was called Kozubo. Like most of the 
other villages, it was a mass of minute houses clinging to a 
little hill that enclosed a shadow crescent of beach 5 and like 
our Tokyo neighborhood, it combined the utmost pictur- 
esqueness 'vrith the utmost crowding and poverty. 

We liked to arrive when the fishing fleets came in, for then, 
rain or shine, the entire population assembled on the shore 
to watch the spectacle. The boats came in singly, or a few at 
a time, and the landing was a communal aflFair — ^women as 
well as men helped to work the primitive pulley by which 
the boats were hauled up from the sea. The crowd stood back 
respectfully while the owner of each boat advanced to wel- 
come it. One of these gentlemen always wore a bright blue 
velvet jacket and foreign-style straw hat — a, conspicuous fig- 
ure in a crowd where the general costume for the males was 
a loin-cloth and tattooing. He was followed by the wives of 
the fishermen — their cotton kimonos tied up above bare legs 
— ^who, with their babies on their backs, crowded around to 
collect the belon^gs of their husbands — the wooden box 
that held his pipe and tobacco, the empty bait box, a fish in a 
small hand-net. After these preliminaries, the fish were tossed 
out on the sand in a writhing, glittering pile and left there 
until everyone had viewed the sight, admiring the colors, 
estimating the catch. Then they were washed in the sea and 
packed in tubs of seawater and ice. 

The life of the village was on the beach. Here were the 
women eternally raking out mounds of small fish or piles of 
seaweed to be dried for fertUizerj here the red nets were 
spread out on the black sand, while an ancient gentleman 
made repairs, holding the cords with a flexed toe, working 
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with a wooden spindle j in a shallow stream that coiled across 
the beach from the hiUs behind, the children fished for bait} 
and on the sand stood the gigantic woven baskets that an- 
chored in the sea made pots for crabs or lobsters. 

The sea life was in the build of these people. The young 
men were taller than usual in the city, with brawny shoul- 
ders j the middle-aged were lean and swift-moving j there 
were few old men in the crowds in a country where the old 
are conspicuous in every gathering, and their absence sug- 
gested the hazards of fishing life. The women were solid 
with round faces. There was no elegance here, no ritualistic 
etiquette. They worked with their men, moving freely on 
bare feet, but they would pause for a moment to grin broadly 
into the camera. The children too had little in common with 
the decorative small dolls we saw at the Tokyo festivals. 
They were stocky with heavy faces and coarse features, 
dressed in simple faded cotton dresses, or cotton kimonos 
covered with soiled aprons j their hair almost invariably 
bobbed short with bangs across the forehead. And hardly a 
little girl but had a smaller sister on her back. 

We followed the fishermen home, squatted in the narrow 
alleys, and chatted while the women cleaned the fish and 
the men folded up beside the charcoal brazier with bowls 
of cold rice or noodles. Akiko, in time, brought herself to 
ask impertinent questions about their earnings and religion, 
to which they finally gave answers enough for a portrait of 
village life. 

There were five hundred small houses packed into the 
space of surely ixot more than a quarter-mile square; and 
&hing supported the entire community. Besides the fisher- 
men’s homes, there was a barber shop and a few small gro- 
cery stores that sold sudb things as soybean sauce and sake. 
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There was a ^lendid new bathhouse decorated with fish, 
done in tiles; a large temple in honor of what sect no one 
we asked could say; a small schoolhouse with the village 
radio provided by the government and used for propaganda. 
Most of the houses had a solitary electric-light bulb, but there 
was no running water, except from streams and springs. There 
were no lawyers or doctors, of course, but there was a witch- 
woman who was consulted about illness and bad luck. In the 
two feet of earth that made a little dooryard for one of the 
better houses was a large pointed stone enclosed in a bamboo 
fence. It was not, as we had supposed, a shrine. It was a guar- 
antee against evil. The witch had prophesied that the head of 
that house was to be lost at sea. He would be saved only if 
the femily bought from the witch a certain stone, which she 
would procure and set up with certain rites which she would 
perform. The family had followed directions, and here was 
the stone, and the fisherman still survived. 

Kozubo was a prosperous village. One could tell from the 
fact that the largest boats were motor driven (the sails being 
purely auxiliary), for motors on private boats are the excep- 
tion rather than the rule. Moreover, the men ate rice, and 
rice is a luxury. In the village about a hundred families owned 
boats. The owners employed the members of their own fam- 
ily and hired others as helpers — ^usually five men to a boat, 
with the women and children helping on shore. Ten yen to 
twenty yen a day was the average take from a catch, which 
divided equally (among five) worked out at two to four yen 
apiece; but, although we could not learn the precise dis- 
tribution, it was obvious that the owner would retain more 
than one-fifth. At the best then, two to four yen a day, when 
the sea was kind, for an average family of five-plus. But the 
boats did not go out every day, and the fishing year is cut 
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short by the cold of mid-winter and by storms 5 and typhoons 
not infrequently march off with the boats and smash flat the 
little paper houses. 

I had long since stopped translating Japanese money into 
its American equivalent, except for my own expenses, since 
such comparisons were really meaningless. The yen was 
thirty-three cents, but that was of no importance to these 
people, nor did it indicate their standard of living relative to 
Americans. There was simply no basis for comparison in 
money terms. It was too different. The yen was the Japa- 
nese dollar, and one sen was one-hundredth part of a yen. 
So if a family averaged 5 yen a week, that would amovmt 
to $5 for a Japanese, even though it was only $1.65 in Ameri- 
can money. 

To learn as much as I have recorded took days of friendly 
visits and snapshots. Supplementing this information from 
the government reports, I found that the annual earnings of 
the average fisherman amounted to about 228 yen. This aver- 
age fisherman was, of course, responsible for a family — ^wife 
and children, parents and perhaps younger brothers and sis- 
ters} and perhaps aunts and uncles. If there were one money- 
earner in a family of five, the annual income would work 
out at twelve sen a day per person} if there were two, the 
income might be as high as twenty-four sen a day per person. 
The whole family worked, of course, but as far as we could 
discover, only the fishermen who went out on the boats were 
paid, and the members of the family who worked on shore, 
helping to beach the boats, and repair the nets, were merely 
helping their fishermen. This income went almost entirely 
into rent and taxes. 

The farmers of Japan, whose incomes are equally low, have 
subsidiary occupations (the rising of silkworms is the most 
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important) to tide them over the winter. Such occupations 
for these fishermen seemed limited to the gathering and dry- 
ing of seaweed, which is used for fertilizer, for soap, for 
food and probably innumerable other things. The stormy 
weather was spent mending the sails and the nets 3 and the 
occasional youth who showed a knack for turning out shell- 
animals or bits of carving from the bark of the near-by trees 
was the exception rather than the rule. 

Certain social welfare organizations, stimulated by foreign 
missionaries, had attempted to develop co-operatives among 
them 3 but these had been almost completely unsuccessful. 
The same sources had attempted to interest them in handi- 
crafts 3 to encourage them to plant nut trees on their hills 3 to 
keep animals and fowls. But the Japanese do not adopt, new 
habits easily. Moreover, it is not a simple matter to keep ani- 
mals where there is no land and nothing to feed them. The 
Japanese dinner table leaves no scraps, no waste of any sort 
— ^not enough to support a mouse, let alone a hog. The small 
gardens, clinging to the little, rocky hills, produced a few 
vegetables. Occasionally some of the younger men could take 
jobs in the village for the winter, but only rarely. They were 
men of the sea and their life was there. 

Getting at their religion was even more difiicult. Here 
again it was not only Akiko’s reluctance to ask questions, but 
the fact that it was hard to know what questions to ask. 
Neither these people nor Akiko were accustomed to dis- 
cussing such matters and, now, when Akiko asked what 
or god, was worshiped at their veiy splendid Buddhist 
temple, none of them knew. They worshiped there, of 
course, but they worshiped, they said, the national gods 3 
and their petitions were for the usual things, safety for the 
fishermen at sea, for a son, for a good catch. The national 
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gods to which they referred were also vaguely defined j but 
they spoke of Tsuki Sama, the Goddess Moon, with casual 
familiarity, and told us to be sure to visit the shrine on the 
top of the hill where the village kami were honored. The 
word kami is used in Japan to refer to all honored persons 
or spirits, real or imaginary, and it seemed, from what Akiko 
could learn, that the village kami, worshiped at the clifPs 
edge, included the spirits of the woods and surrounding 
fields, confused, somehow, with their ancestors who had lived 
for generations in this village 5 and behind that, the national 
gods, the Sun and Sea, who protect their lives, and were the 
ancestors of their living, divine Emperor. This, of course, was 
Shinto — ^the Way of the Gods — ^the national religion; a wor- 
ship of the Sun as the giver of life; not only as the ancestress 
of the divine Emperor, but also as the Sun that presides over 
the seasons, that quells the storms, that makes the crops grow. 

From an American’s point of view such villages should 
not exist at all. What were the satisfactions of these people? 
There was obviously no ‘‘profit motive,” since there was never 
an extra sen, and the earnings went into taxes and rent. Even 
the capitalists — ^the boat owners — ^had no more than their fel- 
lows except a velvet coat and an extra room in their small 
shack. Yet there it was — ^the young men posing with a bril- 
liant fish; the villagers, day after day, admiring the catch; 
the devil god, Tahu, laundhed with flutes and drum; the 
children, scabby and catarrhal, certainly, but still there, alive 
and grinning. . . . 

Akiko and I bought six brilliant blue mackerel for thirty 
sen and carried them home for supper. Everyone we passed 
on the beach stopped and admired them. “TMien ne!^ Where 
had we obtained them? The catch was good this evening! 
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Nearly home we encountered an ancient Japanese with a 
drooping straw hat and a short white cotton shirt above his 
squatting, bare legs, who was moodily poking about in a heap 
of seashells, and we paused to ask him what use was made 
of the drying seaweed that stretched in dark piles along the 
beach. He rose, bowing, and pleasantly explained that after 
it was dried it was pulverized and sprinkled on the rice fields 
as fertilizer. As he talked he lifted one foot, and standing 
like a stork, patiendy scratched his ankle. Aldko, her face 
earnest with research, had assumed a similar attitude. Sud- 
denly, I realized that I had imitated them. Here we all were, 
standing on one leg, scratching} there was the evening sea} 
the bright, blue mackerel} the seaweed, I felt myself en- 
gulfed in a sense of warm fellowship that included Akiko, the 
andent gendeman, the mackerel, the seaweed, carrying me 
along with it. Well, there it was. . . . Even miseries, if 
they are communal, are part of an inevitable destiny} are 
life} and are to be borne. 

7 

From the moment of my arrival in Japan I was aware of 
the existence side by side of two dissimilar and incongruous 
dvilizations. The dvilization that I had to adjust myself to, 
while going about my ddly affairs, living in Tokyo and 
Kamakura or traveling about the country, was a Japanese 
Japan of slow-motion, shukan, ritual etiquette, make-believe 
and mythology. I was also aware of a Westernized Japan that 
seemed to have been spread thinly over the surface of the 
other, causing here and there strange eruptions of burlesque 
and inconvenience. There was, however, stiU another Japan, 
for I was forced to accept the judgment of the Western na- 
tions that had admitted Japan as a Great Power into their 
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counsels following the World War. This Great Power Japan 
eluded me. Only in the festivals of the Cult of Emperor-wor- 
ship and St. Nichiren had I had a hint that the modern rulers 
of a nation noight use an anachronistic civilization for the 
purpose of aggressive nationalism. 

Living at Kamakura we were, for the most part, in contact 
with the poetry of Japanese life; the strange beauty of the 
countryside; the appearance of harmony between earth and 
man; the picturesque ritual of work and worship that to the 
American is particularly fascinating because they represent 
values our civilization has discarded for others. Behind this 
poetry, however, there was the prose — ^the facts of economic^ 
social and political Japan. I had already seen the prose of the 
fishing villages, but they had only increased my bewilder- 
ment; for there was no evidence that the fisherman thought 
of his life as prose — on the contrary. Yet I found it difficult 
to believe that the average Japanese could be contented on the 
barest subsistence level with, for recreation, an occasional ex- 
pedition to launch an octopus on the sea, or to bow to a shrine 
or a landscape. 

I wanted to understand, if possible, how those fishing vil- 
lages could exist. I wanted to find the Great Power Japan. I 
wanted to understand the connection between the incongru- 
ous civilizations. 

I began to go farther afield in my viewing — spending 
week-ends in different parts of the country; walking and talk- 
ing to the fanners and small shopkeepers in the villages. In 
the early autumn I went for five days to stay with a mission- 
ary family in a prefecture three hours north of Tokyo, tak- 
ing with me an interpreter. From that central point, we took 
buses in all directions, and then walked, through ffirmyard 
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after farmyard, watching the people at work, and chatting 
with them. 

As in our Tokyo neighborhood, the farmhouses were well 
designed for the spectator. The fronts were open and faced 
a yard of hard-packed earth. The work of the family (ex- 
cept, of course, the field labor) is concentrated in house and 
yard, so that there is everywhere a communal sense of shared 
occupations, husbands, wives, sons and daughters working 
together. 

The early autumn was the most interesting time to visit 
the farmers, for there were the innumerable chores of utiliz- 
ing the harvested rice. The farm tools were primitive} the 
farmer’s daughters beat out the rice kernels with jointed 
wooden flails } the farmer’s sons used primitive “science” in 
the form of a simple husking machine worked by a foot- 
treadle. I was astonished to find that the rice-straw was as 
valuable as the rice, and actually supplied an incredible num- 
ber of the farmer’s needs} thatch for his roof} mats on which 
to dry the grain} straw for sandals and raincoats} rope for 
binding the sheaves of grain} or the straw barrels to store it 
in. The rice husks, burned slowly, made a fine ash to be used 
as a foundation for the mulberry leaves that nourished the 
silkworms that were the farmer’s subsidiary crop. The rice, 
we learned, was too valuable for the families to eat. They 
sold it, or turned it over to the landlord and tax-collector, 
while they ate the less valuable millet. The farms were mere 
scraps of rice-paddy. On the tops of the little hills were small 
patches of eggplant and radish. At the outskirts of the vil- 
lages were the groves of mulberry trees to feed the silk- 
worms. There were no farm animals. Occasionally we passed 
a chicken-farm, but we saw very few chickens in the farm- 
yards of individual farmers, and never a pig or a cow. There 
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was an occasional water-buffalo to help with the ploughing, 
but usually the plough was pulled by the farmer and his 
wife. Animals are, in fact, so rare that they come under the 
head of a Great Sight, and one day when I asked permission 
of a particularly picturesque farmer and daughter to take 
their pictures, the farmer declined, pointing instead across the 
field where there was a horse. "Take that,” he insisted. It was 
the only horse I saw on a farm in all my wanderings on 
Honshu. 

The difference between these farms and an American farm 
was the difference I had noticed everywhere in Japan — fan- 
tastic, unbelievable picturesqueness, combined with the very 
minimum of material wealth. Everywhere I found the same 
strange beauty of landscape, the same picturesqueness of cos- 
tume, the same suitability of dwelling that I had found so 
fascinating on my first walk. An effect of harmony that 
seemed unreal and dreamlike. This was true everywhere ex- 
cept in the northernmost prefectures, which are, even yet, a 
frontier-section of Japan. The more severe climate has neces- 
sitated a different architecture there, which looks ram- 
shackle. The people seem poverty-stricken; famine condi- 
tions are frequent, since rice is an unsuitable crop. In central 
and southern Honshu, however, the spectator would never 
guess the poverty that underlies the picturesqueness, so that 
when I came to study the statistics of the farmer’s income, 
the farms seemed more unreal than ever. 

The average farm is two acres — and many seemed to be a 
mere pocket-handkerchief of paddy. In a good year, the 
average family did not see a yen a day in cash, and all the 
money they could get, and much more, went Into taxes and 
rent and fertilizer. They were eternally in debt. They sup- 
plied their meager material wants from their scrap of paddy, 
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their small patch of vegetables. Some two million families 
raised silkworms as a subsidiary crop. Many of the small 
homes had primitive looms where the daughters of the house- 
hold spun the silk into thread. Artificial fibers, however, were 
steadily encroaching on the silk market, and the government 
was working on a scheme for supplying the farmers with 
simple machines so that they could produce some small export 
gadget. 

These people had none of the satisfactions that the aver- 
age American farmer takes for granted today. Automobiles 
and movies were, of course, unheard of — since such things 
are urban, and for the wealthy. The village radio, when there 
was one, was usually in the village school, and was put there 
by the government so that the people could hear the patriotic 
speeches. For recreation there were the festivals of their 
nature-and-ancestor worship} the occasional exhibition of 
wrestling and the small bottle of rice wine} the group pil- 
grimages to bow to some shrine or landscape or exhibition of 
flowers. How could an American believe that this country 
was real] 

One week-end we came upon a very large temple that was 
preparing to celebrate its o-matsuri. The temple, we discov- 
ered, was dedicated to Hachiman, God of War. Just outside 
the temple enclosure, a series of small tea-houses had been 
constructed for the festival, which were dedicated to Hachi- 
man and the Cult of Chrysanthemum-viewing. The Japanese 
worship some spedal flower for every season of the year, but 
because the chrysanthemum is also the symbol for the Im- 
perial Family, it is a special cult, and the chrysanthemums 
are objects of incredible, fantastic perfection. We entered a 
tea-house. The walls were decorated with murals symboliz- 
ing the country in autumn— a pattern of red maple leaves. 
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The center of the room was given over to an exhibition of 
fabulous blossoms. Each one was a work of art, tended care- 
fully by a fancier who had worked with infinite patience to 
bend the branch to the exact angle desired j who had con- 
trolled every blossom, plucking out with chopsticks any petal 
that might mar the perfection. The colors were ravishing 
tones of sea-green and lavender, lemon-yellow with an occa- 
sional sharp scarlet or glowing maroon — ^the combinations of 
colors were breath-taking. The flowers were almost frighten- 
ing in their overcultivated perfection. They seemed hardly 
flowers at all, but things — sentient like those jungle flowers 
that trap the unwary. It was raining, and the patter of the 
rain could be heard on the paper roof which let through a 
shrouded greenish light so that the effect was of some under- 
ocean world, and the long, silky petals seemed to flow as 
though they were the pulsating streamers of some under- 
water flower. 

Around the room a narrow platform had been erected. It 
was covered with mats and furnished with low tables. Sitting 
crosslegged on this platform, sipping tea and viewing these 
incredible blossoms — ^to honor Hachiman and the Emperor — 
the neighborhood farmers were gathered— skintight blue 
trousers, cloven socks and all. 


8 

Agricultural Japan did not suggest a Great Power. Nor, 
when I came to examine it, did industrial Japan. 

Early October found us settled once more in our Tokyo 
home. Throughout September I had not only taken trips 
about the country, but I had, in between, gone into Tokyo 
and begun to m^e a systematic round of the various official 
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and semi-official agencies, both Japanese and foreign, pre- 
sumably dealing with the facts rather than the fantasy of 
Japan — ^the Home Office, the Foreign Office, the Interna- 
tional Labour Office, the y.M.C.A., the Institute of Pacific 
Relations, and so on. I had letters of introduction to individ- 
uals in some of these, who passed me on to others, so that I 
managed a wide variety of contacts. Back in Tokyo, I left 
immediately to attend a four-day Retreat of the Kagawa As- 
sociation — ^an organization of foreign and Japanese Christians 
to spread the ideas and work of Dr. Kagawa. Here I heard 
the papers on social conditions in Japan by a number of the 
most prominent Japanese who have been concerned with 
Christian social work; and also had private interviews with 
both Dr. Kagawa and Dr. Sugiyama, a Proletarian Party 
member of the Diet. Everywhere I was received with the 
utmost courtesy; was given pamphlets full of statistics, bro- 
chures covering everything Japanese from Tea Ceremony to 
the life of the girl-workers in the textile mills, with innu- 
merable — ^really wonderful — ^large magazines, beautifully il- 
lustrated, and written in French and English. The more I 
saw and the more I read, however, the more bewildered I be- 
came. For the spread between how Japan looked, how the 
people behaved, and the economic reality seemed too great 
to be possible. 

Industrial Japan seemed almost as primitive as agriculture. 
Only in the heavy industries and textiles were there any 
plants that could compare at all with those in the Western 
nations. And such large, rationalized factories represented a 
small part of industrial Japan. When I began deliberately to 
look for Japanese industry, I thought I had not yet seen any 
of it; actually it had been all around me, for more than sixty 
percent of the export products were made in the small home 



LAND OF THE GODS 


235 

workshops like those in our neighborhood, where husband, 
wife, children, and perhaps an apprentice or two, worked 
incessantly turning out some small gadget. Their material 
was supplied by a middle-man working for some one of the 
great corporations} and their products were turned over to 
the same sources. Their earnings barely covered their rent 
and taxes and their minimum in food and clothes. 

Industrial Japan was wholly dependent for markets and 
materials on foreign nations. The Japanese people did not use 
the things their simple machines produced. Nor did Japan 
produce the raw materials with which they were made. Raw 
silk was the only important raw material, and to this fact was 
due Japan’s extraordinary rise in her export of textiles. For 
textiles were the life-blood of commercial Japan. They ac- 
counted for well over half of her total export trade and were 
well abreast of the exports of the Western nations. Yet even 
the textile industry was vulnerable, for raw cotton must be 
imported, and the woven silk sold outside Japan. 

The poverty I saw in farm and fishing village — ^that was 
all around me in the little home-workshops in Tokyo — ^was 
national as well as local. The national income of America was 
over twelve times the national income of Japan. And whereas 
America’s income was capable of enormous expansion, Japan’s 
was strictly limited by the facts of little space, few natural 
resources, and her dependence on foreign markets. Japan was 
engaged in an aggressive move against a neighbor} her mili- 
tary expenditures were taking almost half the national bud- 
get} yet in terms of U.S. dollars, Japan’s military expendi- 
tures were less than a third of the peace-time routine expen- 
ditures of America, — expenditures, moreover, that repre- 
sented only fifteen percent of the U.S. budget. 

The primitive mythological Japan had seemed startling, 
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because it "was apparently an integrated part of a modern 
Great Power. On closer inspection, however, the Great Power 
Japan seemed almost as much of a myth as the Sun Goddess. 
Inside Japan, studying the statistics, reading history, viewing 
the country, it was impossible not to come to the conclusion 
that, when the Western powers admitted Japan as a presumed 
equal into their counsels after the World War, they did so 
because of certain balance-of-power needs of their own, rather 
than because of the claims of Japan as a modern nation. 

Nevertheless, modern Japan had made astonishing prog- 
ress. It was, however, in terms of her internal growth and 
change. When Perry “opened the door” in the 1850’s, he in- 
troduced to the sodety of nations a group of little islands, 
about the size of the State of California, that had been cut 
off from the rest of the world for almost two hundred and 
fifty years — ^the years, moreover, during which the industrial 
revolution was remaking the techniques for producing goods, 
and remaking sodal institutions for wide sections of the 
Western world. This Japan had a population of thirty mil- 
lions, crowded for the most part into the southern two-thirds 
of her islands, and supported by agriculture and fishing. 
Japan had no army in the Western sense; no navy at all; no 
commerdal ships. The people were ignorant of science; had 
no machines; and hardly more than a handful of guns, which 
the Dutch traders had provided for them. This Japan was 
overrun by foreigners who took control of commerce and 
customs; secured long-term leases; their activities protected 
by extraterritoriality, and backed by their gun-boats. Just 
sixty-six years later, this nation, in the person of Marquis 
Saionji, took its place as one of the “Big Five” at the Paris 
Conference, to settle the terms of the World War. What 
makes this spectacle the more surprising is the absence from 
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that group of Japan^s vast neighbor, China, also one of the 
Allies in the war, but still not considered an equal, still 
burdened with extraterritoriality. And what points it finally 
is the spectacle of vast India — ^with a population of nearly 
four hundred million — still controlled by the small island of 
Britain. In 1853, when Japan’s door was opened, the island 
kingdom seemed well on the way toward a similar colonial 
status. What prevented this happening? How did Japan man- 
age to free herself to become an aggressive Great Power? 

It was easy enough, reading history, to understand the part 
played in Japan’s spectacular rise by the rivalries of certain 
Western powers seeking control of the vast wealth and mar- 
kets of China. It was possible also to understand the enor- 
mous energy inherent in the machine. But these were facts 
available to anyone who was interested enough to go to the 
histories and read them. What could not be found anywhere 
was a sensible and satisfactory description of the qualities of 
Japan’s own character and society that must have greatly 
contributed to her success. 

This was the information I sought everywhere as I went 
from individual to individual, and from agency to agency. It 
was the subject I had in my mind while I read the histories, 
brochures, newspapers and magazines. It was, I felt, the most 
interesting and important of the Japanese mysteries. 



VII 


THE WAY 
OF 

THE GODS 




“Most of the nations are still in darkness. They are competing 
with one another, and the strong are feasting on the flesh of the 
weak, both at home and abroad. That this is so, is the inevitable 
consequence of civilization founded on materialism and individual- 
ism which the peoples of Europe and America have embraced for 
several centuries. Unless a civilization of a higher order is provided 
for them, they will find it impossible to pull out of their present 
plight. The Fascists and Nazis are making an attempt in this direc- 
tion. Their doctrines may find justification within their own nations, 
but they are far behind the national belief and State doctrine of 
Japan.”— Pamphlet issued by the Japanese Army to explain its posi- 
tion to the people. 


1 


Japanese who have lived much abroad seem to become curi- 
ously indistinguishable from the natives of their adopted 
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country. It is as though, while living in Japan, repressed in 
their small islands, crowded for space, fed on a limited diet, 
breathing a thick steamy vapor, they have become closed in 
on themselves like a bulb, the life-germ dormant, so that 
when they are freed from the special and peculiar conditions 
of their own land, taken out into full sun and crisp air, given 
proper nourishment, they develop with astonishing swiftness. 
Such foreign Japanese seem curiously unlike their own coun- 
trymen. 

I thought of this often during the days when I was going 
about asking questions, listening to discussions and lectures, 
reading reports and essays and statistics, trying to discover 
what special factors of character and social organization could 
account for Japan’s achievements. I also thought often of the 
widespread Western belief that the Oriental is enigmatic. I 
thought of these beause I fotind everywhere, especially 
among the official and semi-official Japanese, an anxiety to 
explain themselves and their culture that bordered on hys- 
teria} yet with few exceptions, the explanations oflFered by 
individuals who had never traveled or lived abroad were so 
glazed with a patina of mythology, symbolism and abstrac- 
tion, as to be almost incomprehensible to the foreigner. In 
time, however, certain positive statements began to emerge 
from the forests of mythology and symbolism} and, at last, 
I was able on my own account to coimect the mythological 
and esoteric meanings with a practical reality. 

It was not difficult to discover that whatever it was that 
had caused Japan to grow “from a pebble small to a mighty 
rock” (as they phrase it in the national anthem), it was none 
of the values and institutions or ideas that the American asso- 
ciates with progress. I had already learned, wandering 
through the fohing and farming villages and the small home- 
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workshops of Tokyo, that the terms “individual initiative” 
and “profit motive” were unknown in such places. Now, 
reading the pamphlets of statistics furnished most generously 
by various government and other agencies, and reports of 
conditions throughout the country, I saw that such notions 
must be unknown generally throughout the nation. For it was 
easily verifiable that the general standard of living was, from 
an American point of view, mere subsistence — and this was 
true, not only of the farmer and industrial workers, but also 
for the professional classes. It seemed, actually, to be true 
generally except for the handful of extremely wealthy and 
all-powerful families at the very top, and a small class of 
well-to-do who were barely “comfortable,” as expressed in 
terms of American dollars. The values and satisfactions of 
these people could not be expressed in terms of money — 
what then were their satisfactions? 

When I inqmred how it was that the people were content 
to work so long for so little, the answer varied depending on 
whether my informant was a Japanese-Japanese who had 
never been outside his country, or a “foreignized” Japanese 
who had lived or traveled abroad. The former invariably 
mentioned the “Sun Goddess,” the Tenm System, the “Nip- 
pon Spirit”} the latter spoke of the “Family System,” the 
“Theory of the State,” and the fact that the Japanese is 
“not a materialist or an individualist.” 

“Japan’s progress,” said a Westernized official in the Home 
Office, to whom I had a letter of Introduction, “is due to our 
homogeneity. We are united by our Family System and by 
our Emperor. We Japanese are not materialists and individ- 
ualists as you Americans are. We are all members of a na- 
tional family. We work together for the national good.” 

The brisk, yoimg Westernized editor of The Jafan Times 
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said almost the same thing with, however, a slightly differ- 
ent emphasis. “It is our Family System,” he said, “that gives 
us our strength. No American can understand this System, 
because of your extreme individualism. Particularly no Amer- 
ican woman can understand it.” He then went on to say that 
Japanese found it equally hard to understand the freedom 
permitted to American women. He said that when he had 
visited America, some years before, a most astonishing thing 
had occurred. In the Gipital at official parties there had been 
an open feud in progress between Mrs. Alice Roosevelt 
Longworth and Mrs. Dolly Gann over precedence. Such a 
thing — so detrimental to the dignity of the nation — could 
not happen in Japan since women were excluded from such 
gatherings. From the Japanese point of view, it was as 
strange that official hostesses should squabble in public in the 
American Capital as it was strange to an American to have 
a living God enshrined in the Japanese Capital. 

Through Yoso Minamoto, I sat in on a number of sessions 
of various “English-speaking Clubs” of university students. 
"When I asked them how Japan had become a Great Power 
so rapidly, they replied, “The Tenno System.” To supple- 
ment this, they would say only that “The Tenno is a kind 
father.” They could say no more, for the un-Westernized 
Japanese does not discuss his Emperor. 

The most realistic of my informants was Mr. Ozume, a 
business man whom Dee and I tutored in English and Amer- 
ican. He was planning a trip to America to buy “mission- 
aries,” he told me. He meant machinery, for he owned a 
foundry in the outskirts of Tokyo where he made parts for 
buses. In the course of our lessons, he wotild tell us about 
his business, and his workers whom he described as “very 
intelligent.” Their normal day of work was eleven hours, 
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from seven in the morning till six at night 5 but since they 
were so very intelligent, they liked to make good buses, so, 
many times they worked thirteen or fourteen hours. They 
made on the average a yen and a half a day. This satisfied 
them, Mr. Ozume assured us, beaming like a joUy little 
gnome, because they liked so much to make good buses for 
their country. 

This statement was matched by a speech given by Mr. 
Fujiwara, an important business man, and reported in the 
press. “In any case of emergency, the Japanese will show 
an extraordinary spirit, and will endeavor to overcome any 
sort of difficult situation at the expense of his own life. The 
fact that Japan is strong in time of war is chiefly due to this 
Nippon Spirit, and at the same time, the fact that the industry 
of our country shows the present superiority is the boom 
derived from the Nippon Spirit.” 

Such phrases, endlessly repeated, summed up the credo of 
the Japanese: “The Japanese is not a materialist”} “The 
Japanese Is not an individualist”} “The Tenm is a kind 
father.” These statements elaborated became: the insistence 
on the subtlety of the Japanese dvilization, the emphasis on 
the esotericism of their Cults of Tea and Flowers, and the 
importance of tradition and ritual} became the “Family Sys- 
tem,” and the “Theory of the State.” 

According to this “theory,” there is no such thing as a 
Japanese individual— the Japanese belongs to his personal 
family, which, in turn, belongs to the national family of 
which the Divine Emperor is the kind father. The Japanese 
is happy, contented, and industrious, and does not need 
money because his satisfactions are sodal, religious, poetic 
and moral. . . . This description of the Japanese State and 
sodety was told with perfect seriousness by statesmen, editors, 
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professional thinkers, and military spokesmen. It was told 
to inquiring foreigners 5 it was told, insistently, by innumer- 
able devices, some of them fanciful in the extreme, to the 
masses of the Japanese people. 

Such a description of society was bound to annoy an Ameri- 
can to whom it sounded not only implausible but insincere. 
It became increasingly apparent, however, that sincere or 
not it described certain facts and attitudes that were of genu- 
ine significance in Japan. And before I was through, I had 
decided that if they would leave out the word “happy,” and 
rephrase their statements in American terms, one could ac- 
cept much of the “theory” as an almost literal description 
of the Before-Perry civilization that had persisted into the 
modern age. This is not to say that there was no insincerity 
in the statements. The insincerity, however, was not in the 
description of values and institutions, but rather in the over- 
emphasis and insistence on them by the ruling cliques, who 
were today actively resisting change, and who were using 
the ancient values and institutions for their own and nation- 
alistic ends. 

Before I could understand how this was possible, however, 
I had to understand the Japanese “Way” and the “Theory 
of the State” in American terms. 

2 

The freighter that brought me to Japan was loaded with 
rusty iron pipes, battered bottle caps, silk stockings full of 
runners, and ancient newspapers — ^the leavings of wealthy, 
extravagant, and wasteful America going to poverty-strideen 
and frugal Japan. There, if I had had the wit to see it, was 
the central due to the mysteries of the Japanese civilization. 
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For the Japanese not only make warships and industrial ma- 
chines from our old sewer-pipes j not only swell their ex- 
panding textile industry with our discarded silk stockings j 
but even create their art objects from our waste paper— for 
the honkeiy astonishingly realistic miniature landscapes, 
molded on trays, are made from old newspapers. It is the 
newspaper landscapes that tell the most about Japan. Other 
people make warships from scrap, but to make a landscape 
from crumpled newspaper indicates a desire and ability to 
make poverty picturesque that is noticeable in almost every- 
thing about the Before-Perry Japanese civilization. 

The civilization that developed in Before-Perry Japan was 
a brilliant solution for an economy of scarcity. It was the 
adaptation of an unenergetic people to a Spartan, melo- 
dramatic environment. It was based on a subsistence stand- 
ard of living} and it was a controlled sodety. Because of the 
spedal conditions under which it developed— among which 
the most striking is the recurrent withdrawal into isolation — 
the Japanese “Way” represents a controlled laboratory ex- 
periment in human relations and sodal problems. 

To say that the Japanese were an unenergetic people, in 
the face of their modem activities, seems a reckless state- 
ment} yet their essential lethargy is strongly indicated by 
almost every factor of their dvilization and Before-Perry 
history. The first two Japanese words I learned were mada 
maia and shukm. These two words which I learned at once 
in trying to adjust to Dee’s home followed me all about 
Japan. Their incessant use seemed to me a sharp indication 
of Japanese character, for surely the sort of behavior they 
describe (the habit of always putting off and the habit of 
always obeying rules and regulations) suggests a lackadaisi- 
cal nature which is, at first, startling, because so apparently 
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at variance with the modern Empire-builders. Contrast, how- 
ever, mada mada with the American habitual “Cornin’ up,” 
or “Right away” — and the difference in approach toward 
daily activities becomes clearer. Contrast too the national cos- 
tumes: the clinging kimono, the high wooden clogs belong 
to a life of slow motion and inactivity; as shorts and slacks 
and brief skirts belong to a life of freedom and energetic 
movement. One could mention innumerable habits and cus- 
toms — still everywhere popular inside Japan — ^that suggest 
the essentially lethargic nature of the Japanese — meditative- 
sitting, for instance. The impressive evidence for their un- 
energetic nature, however, is historical. 

The way in which they developed their civilization argues 
for a fundamental lack of energy, for they developed it in 
recurrent waves of advance and retreat. The Japanese are 
fond of symbols and it happens that the silkworm on which 
they based their modern civilization makes an excellent sym- 
bol for Japan. Its life falls into three definite periods: a 
period of avid absorption of food; a period in which it wraps 
itself in a cocoon of isolation while the food is assimilated; 
and a period during which it bursts forth in a brilliant new 
form. Japanese civilization developed in the same way, by 
periods of borrowing from foreign cultures, followed by pe- 
riods of retreat into isolation while the new ideas, institu- 
tions and things were digested by the gentry of the Court and 
the Town, and in this predigested state were allowed to 
trickle down to the people. From the sixth to the seventeenth 
century, in recurrent waves, Chinese civilization flowed over 
Japan. After each period of contact, however, relations were 
broken off, and Japan remained isolated for centuries. Cer- 
tain Japanese rulers seemed instinctively to fear too close 
and continued contact with their powerful neighbor. They 
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were perhaps afraid that if too many traders and artisans 
and scholars came the military would follow. And, even 
more than this, they perhaps realized that the poverty- 
stricken small islands could not afford the luxuries that came 
into the Capital from the wealthy Chinese courts, as she could 
not rapidly assimilate the ideas and institutions. 

The first advances of European peoples in the sixteenth 
century were accepted as freely as the Chinese culture had 
been. For almost one hundred years, Japan received mis- 
sionaries and traders, accepting Christianity as well as guns. 
But the Westerners proved quarrelsome among themselves 
and threatening toward Japan j and when the Shogun learned 
of a plot (which may have been an invention of the Dutch) 
by the Portuguese king to annex the Sacred Islands, he ex- 
pelled the Westerners along with the Chinese, and Japan 
retired again. During this last long period of isolation, while 
the Western world was remaking her economic and social 
institutions under the shock of the industrial revolution, 
Japan remained cut off from the world, crystallizing her 
civilization. The nation was not only not aggressive, it was 
deliberately static. 

If further evidence of a fundamental lack of energy is 
needed, it is necessary only to compare Japanese history with 
that of the British. Both were little-island peoples — ^yet by 
the end of the nineteenth century, when Perry “opened 
Japan,” the British had swarmed all over the world, had 
colonized America, had secured control of vast populations 
in Asia and Africa, had colonized Australia and New Zealand 
— ^had, in short, spread everywhere, exploring, colonizing, 
trading, conquering. During this time, the Japanese remained 
huddled in the southern portions of their semi-tropical, lovely 
islands . . . living frugally on agriculture and fishing, hav- 
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ing relations with Asia only and recurrently breaking away 
to retreat into centuries of isolation. The Japanese did not 
even subdue the Ainu tribes, which in northern Honshu con- 
tinually harassed their frontiers, until the end of the six- 
teenth century. They made no effort to colonize their north- 
ernmost island, Hokkaido, until the end of the nineteenth 
century, after English and American explorers had surveyed 
the region for them. They made military sorties against 
Korea in the fourth century, and in the sixteenth — ^brief, 
abortive expeditions. That was the extent of their energetic 
activities. 

These people, who preferred isolation and frugality to the 
effort of conquering and colonizing, adapted themselves to 
their environment. Their islands were smothered under a 
humid, heavy atmosphere and excessive rainj they were melo- 
dramatically beautifulj they were subject to recurrent natu- 
ral calamities — earthquakes, tidal waves, typhoons. They had 
neither space nor wealth. Not even space for agriculture, for 
the mountains everywhere crowded the rice paddies, and even 
today only fifteen percent of the land is under cultivation 
. . . and the little vegetable gardens are on top of the hills. 
The Japanese accepted these conditions and adapted their 
civilization to them. 

The economic solution for this civilization combined fact 
with fantasy. An agricultural peasantry and an urban handi- 
craft were exploited for the benefit of parasitic nobles and 
■warriors 5 but no one had much wealth, and at recurrent 
intervals debts were canceled, and the rice-lands redistributed. 
There was little money used. Rice was the wealth and the 
major medium of exchange, and tradesmen and money- 
lenders were despised classes, at the bottom of the social 
scale, below the artisans and peasants. 
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The population, high and low, was taught by law and by 
precept, until it became simply habit to do without things, to 
utilize everything, to waste nothing, to scorn possessions and 
money. For the masses, the color and drama of their lives 
came from their ritualistic relations with their numerous 
nature gods, their festivals, their worship of nature. The 
upper classes, with little to do and nothing to do it with, 
evolved a make-believe world in which they evaded reality 
by means of imagination, symbolism, and ritual; a make- 
believe world in which a flowery terminology substituted for 
an actual reality; a world in which an elaborate play-acting 
compensated for a material poverty; an imaginary world 
designated to produce an illusion of variety, an illusion of 
extravagance, an illusion of space. The Mysteries, the Cults, 
the insistence on symbolism and ritual were all eminently 
practical solutions of practical concrete problems. Theirs was 
a sensible esotericism. There was method in their madness. 

Since they had little to eat, they said that food was Art, 
and disguised the lack of variety under their ritual of service, 
their use of decoration, and flowery, imaginative names. Since 
they must live aowded in minute houses, they worked out an 
elaborate ritual etiquette that disciplined individual idiosyn- 
crasy, controlled individual emotion, obviated the need for 
anyone ever to think out his behavior. A Japanese house is 
not a “machine for living”; it is a machine for non-living 
. . . life is turned into an abstraction in which the relations 
between human beings are as formalized as though life were, 
in fact, a theatrical performance. Those small, empty rooms 
do not suggest living . . . stripped of furniture, they sug- 
gest a stage that demands formalized behavior. In Japan 
there is no space for privacy ... no room for the display 
of love, or hate, or personal will. Taught from childhood cer- 
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tain rules, etiquette, the whole complex business of correct 
behavior toward superior, equal and inferior, the Japanese 
grows to manhood behaving reflexively, like an automaton, 
as his people have since time immemorial. The Japanese 
civilization, to use the vocabulary of modern psychology, is 
an astonishing example of the conditioned reflex. 

The whole complex of this practical, imaginative civiliza- 
tion is illustrated perfectly by the Japanese attitude toward 
nature, gardens and Flower Arrangement. The Japanese are 
known the world over for having a special genius with 
flowers, and American women study their arrangements and 
attempt to imitate them. Yet I was astonished by the taste- 
lessness of many of the arrangements of flowers I saw: two 
sprays of gladiolus broken off just below the blossom, stuck 
in a small vase with a sprig of asparagus fern, on the table of 
a j»»o^tf«-stylc restaurant j two red carnations balanced by two 
white carnations with, again, a sprig of asparagus fern, set in 
a long stiff row down the center of the long tea-table at a 
party given at the Peers’ Club by one of the “cultiu-al” or- 
ganizations. I was astonished also at the lack of private gar- 
dens, and the almost complete lack of flowers. In the city 
the vast majority of people had no space for even a nastur- 
tium; and the wealthy did not have flowers in their gardens, 
but had instead rocks, water, stone lanterns, stunted pines or 
other trees. This lack of flowers was equally true in the coun- 
try. The farmers might have a few flowering shrubs, and, in 
the autumn, a chrysanthemum or two set out in pots, but this 
was far from the rule . . . and no farmer could spare good 
earth for a real flower garden. 

Yet flowers were unquestionably a Cult; and Flower Ar- 
rangement was an incessant preoccupation. At first this 
seemed like an unsolvable paradox. It was not, however; for 
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the Cult of flower-viewing, and the art of Flower Arrange- 
ment were merely typical of the Japanese genius for dis- 
guising a spartan reality behind an elaboration of form and 
ritual} for letting an imaginary reality compensate for the 
lack of an actual one. 

Flowers are a Cult, precisely because there are so few 
flowers. They are special and important, and for each sea- 
son some flower is chosen, exhibited in public parks where 
the people go, en masse, to worship them. Flowers in gardens 
are impractical, because so short-lived, and they are excluded 
from the Japanese garden— except in the form of flowering 
trees — ^because, since they are impermanent, they can be said, 
sensibly, to symbolize the brevity of life, impermanence and 
decay. The rocks and water and trees, which the Japanese 
substitute, are actually permanent, and so may sensibly sym- 
bolize permanence. 

So, too, in Flower Arrangement, flowers are largely ex- 
cluded, and always subordinated to the branches, reeds, 
stones, water and container. Moreover, in such arrangements 
it is not the visual effect that is most important, but the sym- 
bolic meaning. If the arrangements I saw on dining and tea 
tables were unattractive, it was because such use of flowers 
is not a Japanese, but a Western, custom — and the Japanese 
did not know how to handle it Americans use flowers every- 
where in the house, and the arrangements are intended to be 
seen from any angle. In Japan, flowers are too rare to be xised 
so carelessly. Their place is in the ceremonial alcove, where 
in conjunction with a picture scroll, they are not flowers at 
all, but a symbol of some literary or moral idea. Since this 
is so, a withered blossom is as good as a fresh bud, better 
even, if one happens to be composing a poem of frustration 
— using branches and flowers instead of words. 
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The entire Japanese civilization — from the minute empty 
one-room house, and the small gardens, intricately land- 
scaped to create an illusion of distance} to the elaborate 
rituals of day-by-day relations (that prescribe the correct 
way to open a door, and to greet a husband) 5 to dining as an 
art, and the esoteric Cults of Tea and Flowers — ^is the expres- 
sion of the Japanese genius for accepting an imaginary reality 
as substitute for a genuine reality, for controlling individual 
eccentricity by discipline and ritual, for compensating for a 
material poverty by an extravagance of form and symbolism. 
To call this a non-material civilization is, obviously, to de- 
scribe it accurately. 

3 

The society was also a “controlled society.” This was 
inevitable in an economy of scarcity. When there is little 
wealth and little space, what there is must be rigorously 
apportioned, if society is to persist. The central government 
created laws regulating the most minute aspect of life. These, 
however, had little force outside of government circles and 
the large towns. The masses of the people on the lands were 
controlled by their veneration for the Tenno as a religious 
symbol, by their feudal obligations to the land, by the Fam- 
ily System of rigid relationships. For there was no “individ- 
ual” Japanese. The Confudan system of relationships of wife 
to husband, child to parent, man to master, ruled to ruler, 
had been taken over by the Japanese as an intellectual de- 
scription of the facts of their society. For the masses, how- 
ever, these relationships were not stated in terms of any in- 
tellectual system. They operated unconsciously, through 
habit, custom, the pressure of society. Within this society, 
there was no freedom of movement from class to class, or 
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from one part of the country to another. Every act was re- 
stricted by the complication of laws, duties, etiquette, and 
habit. Every Japanese was bound to his private family, and 
to his feudal lord, by a definite code of behavior. To trans- 
gress this code meant social ostracism} which meant, finally, 
a ritualistic suicide performed in an accepted manner. Yet, 
the fact that the Japanese evolved such a society, and that it 
endured for so long a time, strongly suggests that it was not 
incompatible with the essential Japanese nature. On the 
whole, for the majority, the satisfactions of the system must 
have been genuine. The strongest element of control was the 
lethargic temperament of the Japanese. 

It was this static, ritualistic, agricultural Japan upon which 
Perry “opened the door.” The leaders of the opposition 
clans who overthrew the ruling-clan government and estab- 
lished a “modem” nation with the Emperor at its center, 
imported Western institutions ready-made and wholesale 
and spread them neatly over their ancient civilization as one 
might spread a cloth over a table. And it changed their civi- 
lization just as little as the cloth changes the table. The cloth 
conceals the table, but it is there, the solid foundation that 
supports the cloth. The changes seemed sweeping. Feudalism 
was abolished and the great clan fiefs were turned over to the 
State. Classes were abolished, the samurai-warriors forbidden 
to wear swords, and a conscript army of peasants set up on a 
Western model. A system of public schools was established, 
a Diet instituted. Behind this fagade, the masses of the peo- 
ple continued as before to plant their patch of paddy-field. 
If they now turned over their crop to a different landlord 
and tax-collector, the difference was scarcely apparent. The 
peasants who went to work in the small factories gave their 
allegiance to their new master as they had formerly given it 
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to their feudal lord. In turn, the employer continued the 
paternalistic responsibility for his employees. 

The notions, however, that had developed with Western 
machine-civilization were predsely the opposite of those of 
Pre-Perry Japan. Western civilization was an adaptation to 
vast space, to freedom of movement, to material wealth. Its 
values were the rights of the individual, freedom of thought 
and movement, material rewards. Western civilization dealt 
with an actual reality, not an imaginary onej believed in 
actual things — ^not imaginary things — and believed in real 
wages to buy the things with. To bring into Japan, even un- 
der careful control, Western-style institutions and ideas was 
like importing dynamite. The only really important natural 
resource the Japanese leaders had, in their attempt to take 
their place as a new nation in international society, was the 
homogeneity of the people, their subsistence standard of liv- 
ing, their habits of economy, their habits of obedience, and 
their veneration for their nature gods. Once the masses of 
the people became infected with Western individualism, ma- 
terialism and scepticism, the entire structure of Japanese so- 
ciety would fall apart. 

In 1868, when “modern” Japan was created by changing 
the outer form of Japanese institutions, the most important 
internal task of the new rulers was to ensure the acquiescence 
of the masses in the new regime; to keep them performing 
their accustomed rites and duties; to keep them content with 
their standard of living. To accomplish this, they did not 
have to invent new laws, restrictions, beliefs or formulas. 
All they had to do was to express in simple terms the prin- 
ciples of life and government that had brought Japan so fcir 
along her historic path; prindples, however, that had been 
largely a matter of habit and oral tradition, rather than 
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formulated doctrines. If they could devise such a formula, 
and express it often enough, they might so fill the minds of 
the people that they would be unable to hear the new ideas 
that must, inevitably, come into the country along with the 
machine. 

To help them with this formula, they had the Family Sys- 
tem of Confucian relationships} they had their nature godsj 
and supremely, they had their mythology which tied their 
nature gods to the Imperial Family. Throughout the history 
of Japan there had been a curious dualism in government. 
Only rarely did an Emperor hold actual administrative 
power. Such control was passed from one clique of rulers to 
another— sometimes civil, sometimes military— but the rever- 
ence of the people for the Emperor as a religious symbol was 
so great that the winning cliques always had to secure Im- 
perial sanction, or at least had to appear to secure it. In ‘‘re- 
storing” the Emperor as Head of the State, as was done in 
the “reorganization” of 1868, religion and politics were 
united in one symbol. To emphasize this, the ruling clique 
devised the “Theory of the State,” which was a combination 
of Confucianism and Shinto. According to this theory, Japa- 
nese society is a family of which the Divine Emperor is the 
“kind father” and the Sun Goddess, the mother} all Japan 
and all the people literally belong to the Emperor, who has 
absolute power over the people. According to the theory, 
the State is actually a democracy since the Emperor is said 
to be guided, in making laws, by the will of the people — 
which he understands through his Divine Intuition. When, 
therefore, the Emperor gives out an Imperial Rescript he 
is merely giving voice to a course of action that is not only 
for the general good, but also expresses the will of the peo- 
ple. In this society, the individual is important only as a 
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member of a family — ^his private family and his national fam- 
ily. In the private family, the father is the direct representa- 
tive of the Emperor and has equal power within his small 
domain. Women have no legal rightsj his wife and daughters 
literally belong to him. The virtues of this society are disci- 
pline, obedience, frugality. The Japanese does not need ma- 
terial rewards, for his satisfactions come from serving the 
family, the nation, and the gods. 

These notions that expressed what had been Japanese prac- 
tice for generations in the form of a body of folk-habits, 
now became conscious politics. The Japanese leaders seized 
upon the Western institutions of mass education, and a mass 
army (as they later seized upon the Western inventions of 
newspapers and radio), and used these as techniques in a de- 
liberate program of creating a mass-mind on a national scale. 
The “Theory of the State” was put in the primary schools 
and called “History” and “Ethics.” It was taught to the re- 
cruited peasants in their barracks} it was taught to the reserve 
soldiers in their regular meetings} it was taught to the people 
by lectures and speeches at their innumerable festivals of the 
Emperor Cult. The temple at which I had seen a festival to 
honor Prince Morinaga had been built as part of the “Re- 
organization” propaganda drive} as the festival itself was 
part of the “Manchurian Incident” drive. For, whenever 
times are exceptionally critical, the propaganda efforts re- 
double} and today the Theory was blanketing the country 
daily from one end to the other. It was even being taught 
to the schoolgirls in their lessons on Flower Arrangement, 
for the classic arrangement is constructed to show the rela- 
tion between Heaven (the Emperor), Earth, and Man. 

The machine age came to Japan ready-made along with all 
the complicated devices of modern finance, commerce, and 
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industry. These devices, borrowed from the West, were set 
up by a handful of powerful family corporations, who helped 
finance the reorganization of the government, and then, 
through government subsidy and support, steadily took over 
ownership and control of the raw materials of the country, 
and the management of the new industry, commerce, ship- 
ping, banking. The entire economic structure of the country 
became concentrated under the control of the Eight Great 
Families — of which the Mitsui, the Mitsubishi, the Sumi- 
tomo and the Yasuda were the most important; and of the 
government. By the period of the World War, the Great 
Families had also secured open control of the Parliamentary 
apparatus. 

While the masses of the people continued about their daily 
affairs as they had since time immemorial, the modern nation 
Japan, resting on top of them, used their labor and docility: 
to build up an export trade; to finance the army activities in 
Asia. All of the new wealth that came to the country, from 
trade and from indemnity from war, was poured into the 
coffers of the Big Families and the State. By American stand- 
ards these sums were small, nevertheless since they were 
concentrated they could be used to the best advantage in pur- 
chasing raw materials, and financing construction and manu- 
facturing. 

The little island-kingdom Japan was able to take her place 
in the running with the Great Powers, because she had all 
the devices of the totalitarian controlled state already in 
smooth operation, with innumerable devices no other state 
could match. When the Japanese Military say that the totali- 
tarian regimes in Europe fall far short of the system that 
has existed in Japan since time immemorial, they are not 
boasting, but speaking the literal truth. The European con- 
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trolled societies had to restrict the standard of living for 
people accustomed to morej had to restrict the liberties of 
people accustomed to at least a brief period of democracy} 
had to revive pagan mythology that had lost its meaning} 
had to invent ritual practices} had to create a leader cult and 
sell it to the people. All this the Japanese leaders had ready- 
made, waiting only to be directed and used. 

4 

“It is better for women that they should not be educated, because 
their lot throughout life must be in perfect obedience; and the way 
to salvation is only through the path of three obediences — obedience 
to a father when yet unmarried, to a husband when married, and to 
a son when widowed. What is the use of developing the mind of a 
woman or of training the power of her judgment, when her life 
is to be guided at every step by a man? Yet, it is highly important 
that she should be morally trained, so that she be always gentle and 
chaste, never giving way to passion inconvenient to others, nor ques- 
tioning the authority of her elders. For her no religion is necessary, 
either, because her husband is her sole heaven, and in serving him 
and his lies her whole duty .” — Ths Greater Learning for Women. 
Written in seventeenth-century Japan. 

I was interested now to see in concrete terms precisely how 
modern industry used the complex of the Japanese Way 
to achieve results that were astonishing by any standards. 
The place to see this, of course, was in the textile industry, 
not only because it was the most important export industry in 
the country and one of the few that had a big-scale organi- 
zation comparable to Western nations} but because about 83 
percent of its workers were women. I had learned by now 
that it is the women of Japan who form the real submerged 
class. I had learned, too, that they are the solid base that sup- 
ports the economic life of the nation. 
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I had become interested in the position of women gradu- 
ally, and largely through my association with Akiko. 
Through her eyes I saw that almost anything that an English 
or American woman might do in Japan was, from the point 
of view of a Japanese woman, unbecoming, if not outrageous, 
behavior. Akiko never ceased being astonished at the things 
that Dee and I did as a matter of course. This applied to 
even so trivial a matter as our dropping into a modem cafe for 
a fumu sandwich and a glass of biru; and our more serious 
activities really flabbergasted her. That we were free to 
change our residence at will; to go to Nikko on one week- 
end for the autumn festival, and, on the next, to go off to 
another prefecture to see something that interested us there; 
to present to government officials requests to visit factories; 
to ask such officials questions; and to question other people 
about such things as wages and income and hours of work; 
to go out to dinner casually with gentlemen; to discuss, and 
even argue, with Mr. Sato and other male visitors — such 
things were, in the eyes of Akiko, fantastic behavior. And, 
of course, most fantastic of all, was the fact that we were in 
Japan and spending money we had earned ourselves! This 
sort of freedom was too much for Akiko to grasp easily. 

It was in terms of such reactions on her part, and the ques- 
tions she asked me about life of women in America, that 
I came gradually to piece her story together, learning, in the 
process, what the “Theory of the State” and the “Family 
System” meant in concrete practice for women, and how dif- 
ficult it was for a woman to defy the System. 

Akiko seemed destined, from the beginning, to illustrate 
the discomfort of being caught between two very different 
civilizations. She was born in Kyushu, the southern island, 
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in a northwestern town that was, geographically, in closest 
contact with the Europeans who came to Japan first in the 
sixteenth century. For when in the seventeenth century, 
these foreigners were expelled and Japan’s last period of 
isolation began, a handful of Dutch, Portuguese and Chinese 
traders were permitted to maintain trading-posts on a small 
island off the coast of Nagasaki which happened to be not 
far from the neighborhood where Akiko’s family had lived 
for generations. Akiko’s grandfather was a samurai-of-the- 
gown, a member, that is, of the aristocracy, a man employed 
by his clan in administrative duties, an “intellectual.” He 
was interested in the foreigners and their strange ways and 
was, finally, permitted by his clan to go to Nagasaki osten- 
sibly to study the theory of making guns with a Dutch 
scholar. It was, however, necessary first to learn the Dutch 
language, a strange business written with letters instead of 
characters, and horizontally instead of vertically, so that her 
grandfather succeeded only in increasing his curiosity about 
European civilization. This curiosity and tolerance for foreign 
ways became a family tradition ... so that Akiko’s father, 
who was born just ten years after Commodore Perry broke 
down Japan’s isolation policy, was psychologically prepared 
to accept the Western-style innovations that outwardly 
changed Japan’s feudal society into a “modern nation.” This 
friendliness on the part of her family was to have the great- 
est possible influence on Akiko’s life. 

For many years, however, the momentous changes that 
were apparently remaking his country affected Akiko’s father 
very little. He had been permitted by his dan to study medi- 
cine from a Dutchman in Nagasaki, and he was able to earn 
a small sum by this practice to supplement the small stipend 
with which the new government had compensated the dasses 
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formerly supported by their feudal clan. He and his wife — a 
lady also of aristocratic birth — ^lived quietly in their small 
village, continuing the round of ritual events much as they 
always had. Their life, however, had one great sorrow. They 
were childless. In the Japanese system, it was unheard of 
for a family not to have children. The continuity of the 
family, both in this world and the world-to-come, was 
the central core of the Family System. To ensure this con- 
tinuity, the Japanese system permitted various expedients j a 
childless woman could be divorced without formality} the 
husband might take a second wife, or a third} or a son 
might be adopted. The powerful families of Japan have 
largely maintained their virility through the adoption of 
strength and intelligence in the form of some promising 
individual from another family or class. Even the Im- 
perial Line has not hesitated to use adoption — ^an indication 
of how deeply ingrained in Japanese custom is the belief 
that adoption makes the child genuinely of the family’s blood 
and bone. 

A chUdless woman, however, might find none of these 
alternatives satisfying. ALkiko’s mother was devout and she 
believed that if she prayed unceasmgly to the right god she 
herself would eventually have children. She begged her 
husband to have patience. While they were considering 
this problem, the Sino-Japanese War broke out, and Akiko’s 
father was sent to the continent. 

While he was gone, his wife was in troduced to Christian- 
ity. There had been, of course, a ban against Christianity 
since the expulsion of foreigners in the seventeenth century. 
With the “opening of the door,” however, this ban was 
lifted and missionaries came into the country in great num- 
bers. One of them settled in the village where Akiko’s fam- 
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ily lived} and while Akiko’s father was in Korea, Akiko’s 
mother heard about this missionary who was teaching the 
powerful God of the powerful foreigners. Since her own 
gods had not answered her prayers for a child, perhaps the 
foreign god would. Timidly, she went to the mission. She 
could not read the tracts they gave her, for like most of the 
ladies of her time, she had never learned to read, but she 
was assured that if she had faith her prayers would be an- 
swered. When Akiko’s father returned, he consented to bap- 
tism. That was in 1896. The first child, a son, was born in 
1898. A daughter followed in 190O} and as a final miracle, 
Akiko in 1910. Akiko, child of their full maturity, seemed 
to the mother the final benediction of the Jesus-God, and 
for the father, the final confirmation of his faith in Western 
ways. This did not mean, however, any lessening of their 
devotion to the Divine Emperor who represented their na- 
tive gods} nor did it, in their home, change any of their 
habitual patterns of behavior. Neither her father nor mother 
saw the conflict inherent between their own beliefs and cus- 
toms and those of the West, because for them the Western 
ways were merely restatements of familiar beliefs. But Akiko 
began her life in two traditions and continued it so — trapped 
between two conflicting points of view. Caught in the full 
blood of the forces that were remaking her country, she was 
swept along an inevitable path, so that she may almost stand 
as the prototype of heroine or victim of her times — a be- 
wildered individual behaving under compulsion of forces she 
is unaware of — ^uprooted from the security of one system, and 
unable to find firm foothold in another. 

Akiko began life in the strange, unreal world of un-West- 
emized Japan, and her early influences and training were 
wholly Japanese. She spent her childhood under the tutelage 
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of her mother, who instilled in her the Japanese ideal that 
the whole purpose of life — for a Japanese woman — was to be 
an obedient child, a good wife, and a wise mother. 

The family had maid-servants, but Akiko was taught the 
duties of a housewife: cleaning the mats, scrubbing the wood- 
work, the care of the ceremonial scrolls and the few family 
treasures, the preparation and serving of food, and most im- 
portant, sewing. She was taught deportment and etiquette; 
the correct phrases for each occasion; what gifts to give and 
when; the way to enter and leave a room; the correct way 
to open and close a door; the way to greet an inferior, an 
equal, a superior. She was permitted to watch her mother 
create a Flower Arrangement, was instructed in the serving 
of Ceremonial Tea. She was, in other words, given the con- 
ventional education of a girl of the upper classes. 

History, however, overtook Akiko at the age of seven 
when she ceremoniously entered in the primary school which 
had been established in the neighborhood as a response to 
the educational reforms of 1872. 

As I listened to Akiko telling about her childhood, it was 
suddenly clear to me, as never before, how revolutionary, in 
Japan, had been the institution of compulsory mass-educa- 
tion. In the Before-Perry society, the only schools had been 
those conducted by the priests of certain Buddhist temples, 
or h few conducted by scholars for a handful of the upper 
classes. Almost no one could read. Even literature and drama 
were kept alive by oral tradition — ^the tales and dramas passed 
on in families, taught by the older generations to the new as 
recitations. Every sort of intellectual exercise, even the sim- 
plest, had been the province of some special traditional class, 
so that even simple sums in arithmetic were beyond the ca- 
pacity of the mass of the people. Since it had not been shukm 
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to educate even the males, to educate women was revolution- 
ary in the extreme. Moreover, it was dangerous. Woman’s 
place was one of obedience. It was not necessary for her ever 
to think about anything. What would become of her tradi- 
tional docility if she were permitted to attend classes in the 
same primary schools with boysj if she were taught to read 
and write and do sxims. The predicament of the Japanese 
rulers here was a very serious one. It was necessary to estab- 
lish the schools as a proof to the Western powers that Japan 
was becoming a modern nation. It was equally necessary that 
woman’s traditional docility be undisturbed by “dangerous 
thoughts” of independence. They solved this problem, as 
Akiko had told me long before, by making the “Theory of 
the State” the central core of education. Because of this em- 
phasis, the little girls now in school were constantly reminded 
that education was a privilege and a responsibility — ^that they 
must first of all be obedient, for if they were disobedient to 
their father, they were also defying their Divine Emperor. 

Besides these lessons, which she had already learned at 
home, and certain domestic courses, Akiko had studied geog- 
raphy — which meant the location of the great national shrines 
where the national deities were especially honored. She 
learned how to do simple arithmetic, foreign-style; how to 
write and read certain Chinese characters, and the Japanese 
characters that were the Japanese adaptation of Chinese to 
the purposes of their polysyllabic language. By these exer- 
dses Akiko’s mind was stimulated, even if it was memory 
rather than reason that was involved. 

Akiko’s education did not stop here. As she passed the 
fourth year of her six years of primary school, her father per- 
mitted her to go to the priest of the Christian mission for 
lessons in English and Christian theology. This marked the 
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beginning of conflict for Akiko, although she did not for a 
time recognize it as conflict. At first it was merely a strange 
unfamiliar sense of uneasiness. It had partly to do with her 
relations with the neighbor children, and partly in relation 
to her brother. During this period the Japanese were sharply 
divided into pro- and anti-Westernization, and many of 
Akiko’s neighbors resented her family’s Christianity and her 
studies with the priest. At the public school the boys bullied 
her, called her “Jesus-child” and mocked her. At home when 
her brother snatched her toys and annoyed her, it was Akiko 
whom her mother reproved. That girls should acquiesce if 
boys chose to bully was the Japanese Way, and although the 
boys were trained not to bully, the weight of discipline fell 
on the girls to give no occasion for it. Akiko had accepted 
this as the natural lot of a girl until she was taught by the 
priest that in the eyes of the foreign god, girls were the 
equals of boys. The confusion Akiko felt was, of course, not 
clearly understood by a little girl who had received a thor- 
ough Japanese trainmg. It made her, however, more sus- 
ceptible to dangerous thoughts if she should ever come in 
contact with them. 

She came in contact with them. Her father, faithful to 
his approval of Western custom, decided that Akiko should 
continue her education. There were no schools for girls in 
the district higher than the required primary grades. But 
Akiko’s sister had married and settled in Tokyo. At the age 
of thirteen, Akiko was taken to her sister and installed in her 
home, and entered in a high school for girls as a day pupil. 
Since her sister was childless, it was tadtly understood that, 
in time, Akiko and her future husband would be adopted by 
Hana San’s husband. 

There are relatively few schools for girls above the pri- 
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mary even today. In 1923 the girls who went to these high 
schools were a special class, limited not only by the scarcity 
of the schools, but by the customs of the times and the ex- 
pense. The tuition was only 4.50 yen a month, yet it was 
much more than the average family could readily spend on 
so questionable a value as the education of a girl. In this 
school, Alciko learned more Chinese characters, more Japa- 
nese mythology, more arithmetic, more ethics, a little Euro- 
pean history. The emphasis was still on Chinese characters, 
on history, ethics, and on the domestic courses, which in- 
cluded cooking, laundering and sewing. There were daily 
calisthenics, and the girls were allowed to run and were in- 
structed in certain Western games with balls. 

These were happy days for Akiko. The conflict was no 
longer apparent, since there were no boys in the school to 
bully her, and since all the girls came from the same sort of 
West-admiring homes. In her family she was the petted 
little sister-daughter with pretty kimono for her leisure time, 
to replace the white blouse and long, pleated skirt which was 
the school uniform. With her schoolmates, she enjoyed the 
semi-freedom of this new release from service at home, and 
the new sense of dignity that comes from learning. But she 
was a normal girl, and was more concerned about a new ki- 
mono or a game of battledore than with her lessons, and her 
happiest times were when she was taken with a group of her 
schoolmates to one of the public parks to view the flower 
exhibitions, or when they clustered in a giggling group 
around the entrance to the school grounds to watch the pro- 
cession of a local festival. 

She finished high school in 1928 when she was eighteen, 
and her sister, obedient to the desires of the father, enrolled 
her the following year in a woman’s college— a college 
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founded and conducted by foreign missionaries, for there 
were no such Japanese institutions for girls. 

While Akiko was becoming a “modern” woman, her coun- 
try was becoming a “modern” country. From the beginning 
of the World War the tempo of change in certain urban, in- 
dustrial, and even agricultural centers accelerated much too 
rapidly for the Japanese to digest. The upsurge of industry 
drew agricultural workers into the industrial centers j it con- 
verted agricultural land into factory sites and homes for 
industrial workers; business expanded and profits skyrock- 
eted. In the midst of the whirlwind, the every-man-for- 
himself psychology of Western industry began in ceitain 
centers to replace the older paternalistic relationships. In the 
cities increasing numbers of individuals were brought into 
the danger-zone of direct contact with new ideas and new 
ways of life. Inevitably, certain groups became disillusioned 
with the Way of the Gods and ready to listen to other solu- 
tions for the emerging problems of worker and employer. 

During the upsurge of the War years, and stimulated by 
the Russian Revolution, the mild flames of liberal thought 
flared into what was, for Japan, a minor conflagration. There 
were efforts made to form labor and agricultural unions; 
and when, in 1925, a limited suffrage was granted, there 
were even attempts made to form labor and peasant political 
parties. University students read Marx and Engels, and 
formed clubs to discuss social change; Rousseau, Shaw, and 
Gorki littered the second-hand bookshops; proletarian 
novels, plays and even movies began to be written by Japa- 
nese. All of these activities affected a small percent of the 
population — only those groups that had direct contact with 
the changes caused by expanding industry and increasing 
Westernization. Few, if any, were actually “radical” in a 
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Western sense. Nevertheless, the government passed laws 
against “dangerous thoughts’^j political parties were sup- 
pressed as soon as they were formed j there were frequent 
“Communist” purges. Even members of the House of Peers 
resigned under suspicion of favoring political liberalism ; and 
daughters of nobles were accused of being “Communists,” 
were imprisoned and committed suicide. 

All this, apparently remote enough from the life of Akiko, 
was shaping her future. In the normal course of events her 
family would have chosen a suitable husband for her; who 
would — since Akiko was to be adopted by her sister’s hus- 
band — have taken the name of Akiko’s brother-in-law. Akiko 
would then have settled down quietly within the secure rou- 
tines of the Family System to function as a good wife and a 
wise mother. In going to college, however, she had already 
taken a long step out of the system. And events contrived to 
carry her farther. 

In the first place, in the college there were certain teachers 
who described the events of the Russian Revolution and the 
theory of Communism. Most of the teachings did not much 
impress her, since her foundation of the Japanese Way 
served as an excellent insulation. The notion of man ex- 
ploiting man had no meaning for her, since it was completely 
outside her experience, and she had been taught that the 
Japanese system accomplished the greatest good for all. 
There was, however, one point at which this teaching had 
personal significance for Akiko. Under Communism, her 
teachers said, women were to be comrades and equals. This 
doctrine spoke directly to her — ^pulled into focus all the ques- 
tions that had slowly accumulated in her mind since child- 
hood. These questions, of course, were not clearly formu- 
lated; they were merely a vague sort of uneasiness in her 
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subconscious reactions to the idea of her future marriage. 
They •would probably have remained safely buried, if the 
improbable had not happened. 

But the improbable did happen. Akiko met a Communist. 
He was Ino, the cousin of a college friend, and she did not 
know he -was a Communist when she was visiting the home 
of her friend one afternoon. All that she knew was that he, a 
man, stepped beside them and deigned to chat for a moment. 
She ■was furiously embarrassed, and, after he had gone, was 
aware of an agitation of a sort she had never known before. 
During her college years, she visited her friend often, and 
sometimes he was there, and it seemed to Akiko that he was 
there expecting her. 

Finally, without consulting his parents or hers, he asked 
her to marry him. It was then he confided to her that he was 
a Communist, and that he needed a wife to help him in his 
work. 

It was a serious predicament for Akiko. The climax had 
come just before she finished college, but several months 
passed as she temporized, hesitating to tell her family of this 
unconventional marriage. Ino, whom she saw surreptitiously 
in company with her now frightened friend, insisted that 
they must be modern. Akiko, he said, must simply announce 
their decision. When AMko finally did so, she unleashed a 
furious storm. Her sister’s husband — an official in a govern- 
ment bureau— was bitterly opposed to the match, not only 
because Akiko had broken every convention in choosing her 
own husband, but because the man had no sodal or financial 
security to offer. The young man was a common printer, in 
the eyes of this official. He did not know of Ino’s radical po- 
litical views, for there Akiko had sworn secrecy. But al- 
though the Tokyo branch of Ino’s family was respectable 
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enough, his parents, in a distant province, were of small 
means, and he did not seem a promising person to carry on 
the family traditions. Hana San’s husband might be a modern 
man, interested in Western science and techniques, but when 
it came to his women, he was a Japanese, and in domestic 
aflEairs the Japanese Way was best. 

Akiko did not herself understand how she dared to defy 
her family. Her modernization had occurred so slowly, so 
subtly, that it was impossible to say at what point the acqui- 
escent Japanese girl yielded to the modern woman. But she 
had been exposed to the new ideas in too many ways, for too 
long a time, not to be now in time of crisis influenced by 
them. Her feeling for Ino, her college lectures about Com- 
munism, scraps of remembered American movies, the words 
of her father and the priest praising the new way ... all 
these together were strong enough to turn Akiko from a 
manageable daughter to a sullen rebel. The project of adop- 
tion was dropped, Akiko was disowned by her sister’s hus- 
band. She married Ino. 

Having behaved like a "modern” woman, she expected a 
modern marriage. Her husband when he was not working 
as a compositor, was busy translating party doctrines into 
Japanese. Akiko had worked hard at her English so that she 
might be able to help him in the work-hoping of her mar- 
riage the kind of companionship between husband and wife 
that she had been taught to associate with Communism and 
Western custom. 

Her disillusion was almost immediate. Ino was a self- 
absorbed male, involved in dangerous enterprises, and he 
wanted as wife an efEdcnt domestic machine. It was in this 
sort of service that she could help him, and a Japanese wife 
is the best-trained in the world for this purpose. Housework 
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was heavy, for he was poor, and she did not now have time 
for her studies or for helping him in his translating, even if 
he had wanted her help. He made no such request. Instead 
he expected her to carry out the most exacting demands of 
domesticity, self-effacingly as befitting a Japanese wife. 
When, very soon, he began to visit another woman, Akiko 
was miserable. Her training did not permit her to protest 
but her expectation of something different made her disap- 
pointment the harder to bear. Behaving reflexively, she per- 
formed her duties and concealed her sorrow, which was the 
keener because so unexpected, so unfamiliar. 

This interval of marriage did not last long. The blow fell 
suddenly. There was a beating on the door in the night; the 
forced entrance of a group of little men in uniforms, carry- 
ing police sticks and decorative lanterns. Akiko was beaten 
as she cowered before these men, trembling and ashamed in 
her night kimono. She hardly felt the blows — she was too 
numb with terror, so agonized with anxiety about her hus- 
band. He made no resistance. They were hurried off and 
thrown into jail. The 1933 purge was on. 

Akiko would not talk about the next few months in jail. 
Finally, however, the police were satisfied that she knew 
nothing of her husband’s associates, and that there were no 
thoughts in her head dangerous to her country. She was re- 
leased. Ino was kept in jail without being charged — endlessly 
waiting for a hearing. 

He had been in jail now for two years, and, Akiko said 
bitterly, he was getting used to it. Every two weeks, during 
those years, Akiko had dressed in her best, had gone to see 
him, taking him books and paper and clean clothes; bringing 
back his shirts and tM and kimono to launder. Every time, 
her bundle was examined before she was admitted, and al- 
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most any writing was considered suspect. Even picture books 
got her into trouble. She had borrowed from Nobu a volume 
of reproductions of great paintings from European museums. 
She brought it back mutilated. The guards had ripped out 
all of the nudes before passing it in. 

Akiko had been released to an unfriendly world. Her 
sister’s husband refused to receive her into his home. Her 
father was long since dead, and her mother, in distant 
Kyushu, was living with her son who was not as sympathetic 
toward these new ways as had been his father, and who 
bitterly resented Akiko’s defiant marriage. Her husband’s 
family lived in a distant place, aiid their suggestions for re- 
ceiving her were courteously discouraging. His Tokyo rela- 
tives made no advances. Akiko was rescued by Nobu, who 
suggested to Dec that she take in Akiko as a companion-house 
keeper. It had been a satisfactory solution for both of them. 
Akiko had more freedom and companionship than she had 
ever had in her life. And she had wages — a sum of money 
regularly — all her own. As for Dee, she had found a friend. 

But what of the future? Certainly the years ahead looked 
black enough. Dee would not always be in Japan, and what 
then? No matter how hard Akiko might study her typing, 
it was unlikely that she would ever get a job that would pay 
her enough to be self-supporting, especially since she was 
under a cloud— a jail sentence for “dangerous thoughts.” 
What employer would trust such a girl? Moreover, she was 
married. One day her husband would come home from 
prison, in what physial and mental condition after two or 
more years of segregation, it was impossible to foresee, al- 
though it was possible to guess the precariousness of his eco- 
nomic future. 

Akiko had been whipped by the times. Despite her Ameri- 
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can slang, her foreign clothes, her ready companionship with 
foreigners, at bottom all her reactions and values were still 
those of a Japanese girl, and her consciousness of being out- 
side the accepted circle of the Japanese Way took the form 
of a sense of insecurity that was the crudest punishment of 
all. 

Akiko and her country were struggling against irresistible 
forces simultaneously, and the days ahead would be hazard- 
ous for both. 

5 

My inspection of the textile industry started with a cot- 
ton mill, the Dai Nippon Tokyo factory. The Dai Nippon 
is one of the largest of the textile companies, and the Tokyo 
factory which Akiko and I visited was the prize factory — 
the factory which was shown to all interested foreigners as 
a demonstration of Japanese paternalism and organization 
at its best. I was sent there by Mr. Toko, an ofhcial in the 
Home Office to whom I had a letter of introduction. Mr. 
Toko was the kewpie-type of Japanese, round good-hu- 
mored face and twinkling eyes. He spoke excdlent Eng- 
lish, having spent much time in both England and Amer- 
ica. To reach him I had to run a considerable cordon of 
guards and secretaries, but once in his office, I might have 
been merely visiting an old friend. It took some time, how- 
ever, to mike arrangements for me actually to visit a plant. 
He was almost embarrassingly cordial} he took me to lunch 
in foreign-style restaurants, and dinner in Japanese places. 
He introduced me to an American-educated young Japanese 
woman who had a job with the Tokyo Bureiu of Social Serv- 
ice and who initiated me into the mysteries of Japanese social- 
work. He kept promising to arrange the factory visit, and 
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finally — after dozens of appointments, most of them at eight 
in the morning, and messages — for I was persistent, it was 
organized. 

In preparation for my visit, Mr. Toko had given me a de- 
scriptive booklet, text and excellent photographs, showing 
the small girl workers leading an ideal life. 

“Of course,” he had said with a man-to-man twinkle, 
“this pamphlet was gotten up to show at the International 
Labor Congress.” 

Japanese rationalizations take place in the realm of 
mythology. They can explain the acquiescence of labor in 
terms of the Sun Goddess with perfect seriousness. But such 
rationalizations in Western terminology are beyond them — 
they are too bald, too unsymbolic, too obviously insincere. 
Japanese like Mr. Toko have traveled enough in the West 
to observe conditions that convince them that Western man- 
agement’s expressed concern for labor is a game. They try 
to play it} they have learned the rules j they can issue state- 
ments and prepare reports expressing the sentiments they 
feel are expected of themj but — ^in unmythological terms, the 
hypocrisy is too apparent. So they give one the knowing el- 
bow in the ribs. I understood that I was expected to realize 
that the Dai Nippon was a model institution which it was 
a pleasure to show to foreigners. 

To reach the factory, Akiko and I rode in a taxi for bet- 
ter than an hour, and came to a stop in a muddy road out- 
side a high stone wall that suggested a penitentiary. The 
entrance was guarded by a watchman who expected us. Be- 
ade him waited a little girl in a white middy blouse and 
black, pleated skirt who led us to an office where we were 
served tea. We were joined at once by a man in foreign 
clothes whose hollow cheeks gave him a saturnine appear- 
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ance, but whose manner was cordial. He led us on a swift 
tour of the plant, which took an hour from the time we 
passed into the mill, beginning where the piles of raw cot- 
ton stood waiting, through various processes, room after 
room, tmtil we followed the finished product, packed in bur- 
lap in the form of cotton cloth and white thread, out to the 
narrow-gauge track that would take it to the main line and 
the markets of the world. 

How un-Japanese were these huge chambers of steel and 
glass, and yet, how Japanese the steaming heat of the at- 
mosphere. In one room, fluffs of cotton filled the air like 
some warm snowstorm and a young girl chased them about 
with a bamboo fan attached to a gigantic pole. The plant 
was highly rationalized, and one girl handled, thirty or forty 
looms. The workers were so small that they all looked like 
children, and their uniform of white middy, short black 
skirt, and white cap added to the little-girl appearance. 
Standing in a long row of roaring, whirling machines, cease- 
lessly performing an endless number of tasks, they gave 
a touch of fantastic unreality to what was the most practi- 
cal reality in the Empire. They worked with a concentrated 
intensity, yet, if they noticed us as we passed, they stopped 
their work to bow. 

We next viewed the dormitories. Leaving our shoes at the 
door and putting on felt slippers, we entered a narrow cor- 
ridor along which came a procession of girls, from the morn- 
ing shift, on their way to the bath-house. They all stopped 
dead, and with expressionless faces, bowed low, long braids 
bobbing down their backs. Suddenly I was reminded of the 
mechanical Japanese dolls who bob their heads back and 
forth at the tap of a finger, that used to fascinate me when 
I was a child. We passed rooms where classes in sewing 
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were conducted. We saw also classes in ethics and history 
under the aegis of an elderly gentleman in a gray silk ki- 
mono. The wall of the history classroom was papered with 
pictures of the Meiji Shrine which the professor told us were 
used to illustrate his history lessons. In the auditorium, a 
group of girls, in their cotton everyday kimonos and bare 
feet, were being taught etiquette. We saw the dining-room, 
the swimming-pool. The kitchen was large and clean and the 
food smelled delicious. We saw the clinic, a doctor (in ac- 
tion), a dentist (in action), the pharmacy, the infirmary. 
The mill was a walled town, self-sufficient, oblivious of and 
indiflFerent to the rest of the world. 

After we had seen everything, we asked if we might talk 
to some of the girls. “Dozo." (Please.) We were escorted 
back to the office and joined by another saturnine gentleman 
and, after an interval, by two girls, pretty and dignified in 
formal kimono. We all sat about the table and were served 
tea, which the girls did not touch. They sat very straight, 
flanked by the two gentlemen. I was urged to ask them any- 
thing I wanted to. Akiko put the questions for me and trans- 
lated the answers. It was my impression that everything the 
girls said was verified by the management. Through our ex- 
change of question and answer, they lived their daily life for 
us. The story of one was, with minor variations, the story 
of the other — and the story of all. 

Let us take the girl called Tsuki. 

Tsuki San was the daughter of a small farmer from a 
village an hour’s journey north of Tokyo. She was eighteen 
years old and had worked in the Dai Nippon for nearly 
three years. She lived in the dormitory, a two-storied bar- 
racks adjoining the mill, separated from another by a small 
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garden with a lawn of turf and a large swimming-pool. 
Tsuki’s sister, Tama, lived in the neighboring dormitory, but 
they seldom saw each other. The sixteen hundred girl work- 
ers were divided into morning and afternoon shifts, and the 
routine of their lives kept them apart. 

Tsuki San shared a fifteen-mat room (15 ft. x 18 ft.) with 
nine other girls, one of a long row of rooms under the 
supervision of a matron. When she was on the early shift, 
the rising gong sounded at 4 a.m. By 4:05, Tsuki was 
jostling her roommates as they rolled up their bedding and 
packed it away in the cupboards behind the sliding panels. 
Working swiftly, the girls swept and scrubbed the white mat- 
ting of the room and the corridor outside. The head girl 
made sure that they were all up in time, and the room left 
in order — ^that is, clean and empty except for the low table 
with perhaps a mirror, an alarm clock, a vase of flowers. The 
room tidy, Tsuki washed quickly at the gray cement trough 
at the end of the corridor, and slipping into her work uni- 
form, scurried to the auditorium for setting-up exercises un- 
der the direction of a health instructor attached to the mill 
staflF. Breakfast, of fermented bean soup, fish, rice, and radish 
pickle, came at 4:30. At 5 a.m. she was at her machine. 

Tsuki San’s job was to watch for defects in the finished 
cloth. Miles of white cotton shirting, in a monotonous flow, 
climbed up her machine, passed through the roller, and be- 
yond her, ascended to the high roof, then descended into the 
folder. She watched with a practiced eye for any irregu- 
larity, an extra thread, a smudge of oil. With a quick move- 
ment of the lever, she stopped the machine, picked out the 
extra thread with a sharp comb, rubbed the spot smooth. 
She did not think. In the begiiming the work was difii- 
cult, and it was three months before she felt at ease, but 
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now her movements were as automatic as those of the ma- 
chine. She became tired, of course, but with the fatigue of 
young muscles which spring back very quickly. She could 
not leave her machine, but at 10:30 there was a half-hour 
for a wash and lunch. At ii, she was back at her machine, 
where she watched the endless flow of white cloth until 2 
p.M. when the other shift came on. 

Work over, a long afternoon ahead, what did Tsuki San 
do with it? She wasted no time in deciding ... it was all 
planned for her. From 2 imtil 3:30, her time was all her 
own. She hurried to change her work xmiform for a kimono, 
and then, her hair down her back in a bobbing braid, car- 
rying her tefwguiy her soap bag, and perhaps a pail of 
clothes to lamder, she pattered down the corridor on tabi^d 
feet to the huge bathroom for a general cleaning-up and 
social half-hour with her friends. Here, as she washed her 
hair, or laundered her clothes, standing with the others at 
the low cement basins, she covJd make up in chatter for 
her silent hours at the machine. It was now nearly 3 p.m. If 
it was summer, she could go for a swim in the outdoor 
pool, or sit on the grass in the garden. Or she might rush to 
buy a brace for her obi, or some sewing silk, from the branch 
of the large Tokyo department store situated conveniently 
for her within the mill walls. In winter, she would carry 
from the kitchen the redhot charcoal for the brazier which 
was the only heat in the dormitory, and then she and her 
friends could sit huddled around it, chatting until 3 :30. 

At 3 :30, she had to be in the classroom. She might have 
a class in arithmetic, writing, composition, geography, his- 
tory, sewing, ethics, knowledge of national life, international 
topics. There was a definite schediale and each day had its 
special subject. Sometimes she gathered with a group of 
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fifty in the large auditorium and was taught deportment. 
Sometimes she was even instructed in Tea Ceremony and 
Flower Arrangement. This was a rare privilege, for usually 
a farmer’s daughter had no opportunity to learn these rituals. 
Tsuki San liked her sewing classes best, for in them she made 
kimono for her trousseau, and other articles of clothing, and 
perhaps dresses for her small sister. Every Japanese woman 
must be a competent seamstress, for no self-respecting Japa- 
nese man would marry a girl who could not sew and, if 
she did not learn at the miU, she would have to go to a 
sewing school for a term before marriage. 

At 4:30, the class was over and Tsuki San, carrying her 
chopsticks, went to supper in a large dining-room deco- 
rated with posters showing muscular young men doing gym- 
nastics, and cherry trees blossoming in Kyoto. She sat at 
a Western-style table with seven of her friends and there 
was no time for ceremony. She helped herself to rice and 
temptra vegetables (fried in a pastry-batter) and radish 
sauce — ^which were piled in wooden tubs in the center of the 
room — eating from a small, individual tub, and washing it 
all down with tea. The meals had the proper number of 
calories and were passed by the inspector of the police de- 
partment. After supper she took a bath, parboiling with her 
friends for ten minutes in a large cement tank at a tempera- 
ture of 112° Fahrenheit. 

Then she was ready for more classes. She was at her desk 
at six, and stayed there until nine, learning sewing, history, 
ethics, etcetera. Dismissed from class, she went to her room 
in the dormitory, took her mattress and quilt from the cup- 
board, arranged them on the matting, blowing a foot of 
space on all sides between hers and the mattresses of her 
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neighbors. Usually she slept very soundly. Whirrrrr! Four 

A.M. 

The shift was changed every week, with Sunday a holiday. 
When Tsukd was on the late shift, she got up at 8 a.m., 
and had the advantage of a Buddhist religious service in 
the auditorium. She attended classes during the morning, 
went to her machine at 2, and worked till 1 1 p.m. By i a.m., 
she was in bed. She liked the early shift better. 

Once or twice a year, classes were suspended and a movie 
was shown in the auditorium. Sometimes on a national holi- 
day some respected great men came and told them about the 
Nippon Spirit. Occasionally she might go out for a half- 
day’s picnic with the other girls of her shift, otherwise there 
was no reason for her to leave the mill grounds, as every- 
thing she wanted was supplied to her there. 

Tsuki began at a wage of 35 sen a day, but had been 
raised to 45 sen. At New Year’s, she received a bonus of 5 
yen. She paid the mill 15 sen a day for board, and two 
percent of her wages went for goveriunent health insurance. 
She was not paid for Sunday or holidays. Except for an 
allowance of i yen a month, her money was sent by the 
management to her parents. 

I had been listening intently, but at this point I sud- 
denly remembered that the dividend rate for the textile in- 
dustry for the first six months of 1935 was 15.4%, and the 
profit rate 32.2%. 

Akiko was slowly translating. The girl said that she came 
to the mill to help her family and to save money for her 
trousseau. She had not realized that she could not leave the 
mill and was sorry not to see the beauties of Tokyo, but 
she was busy and had no time to think about it, or to go out. 
She expected to send her money to her parents anyway and 
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it was convenient that the mill did it for her. She did not 
need much money for herself. 

Had Tsuki known of profits and dividends, what meaning 
would they have had to her? She was housed and fed. She 
was receiving an education. And all she had to do was to 
work at a machine for eight hours. Her hours at her farm 
home were longer, the work harder, the food not so good. 
When had a farmer had temfura vegetables? She was ac- 
customed to obedience, and had never had so much as a sen 
to spend on herself. A yen a month was a fortune. 

Tsuki would work in the mill, perhaps, for four years, 
although most of the girls stayed only three. Then she 
would return to her farm home and if her family had been 
able to save some of her money for a trousseau, they would 
find her a husband, a neighbor-farmer. She would marry 
him, and he might well consider that her years of mill 
discipline had served as a finishing-school in the educational 
process that had shaped her for the Japanese ideal of “good 
wife and wise mother.” 

The Japanese could well point with pride to the perfection 
of their system. It had every advantage of conscript labor 
and none of the disadvantages. Here was a young girl who 
was self-supporting} who was helping her family during 
hard times} was helping her country} who was, meanwhile, 
housed and fed luxuriously} sheltered from any harm} edu- 
cated beyond the possibilities of her farm home} who would 
be released after a few years to an assured marriage. It 
behooved those European countries that believed in a con- 
trolled sodety to look to Japan for gmdance} for how ama- 
teurish and inadequate did the Nazi “Strength Through Joy” 
labor service seem when contrasted with the integrated Japa- 
nese Way that functioned from childhood on, and touched 
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every part of life. Tsuki San was prepared for her mill job 
by her home conditioning, her education, her economic de- 
pendence. There was no ambition to make her restless. Her 
“ambition” was to perform her duty, to marry the man 
whom her family should select, to have children in her 
turn, preferably boy children to carry on the family name 
and serve the ancestors and the country. This was not coer- 
cion — ^it was shukcm. Here was another paradox of Japan. 
Part of the dynamic force behind her powerful advance was 
inertia — ^the steady unthinking pressure of a mass — ^unvolatile 
and irresistible. 

Like Akiko, Tsuki had been caught by the upsurge of the 
new Japan. Tsuki, however, had been carried along in the 
current without even feeling the motion. Her sleep had 
never been disturbed. Not one of her fundamental truths had 
been shaken. For Tsuki there was no conflict. She was com- 
pletely insulated against “dangerous thoughts.” She was liv- 
ing in two worlds, but she did not know it. 

There remained the problem of what would happen to 
Japanese industry should Tsuki awake from this sleep to 
learn about a society where the woman received the wages 
she earned, earning enough to live independently j marrying, 
if she chose to marry, the man of her own choosing, whose 
equal she would be before the law. Was it possible to guess 
from the reaction of Akiko, whose disapproving, “These girls 
are not awaken yet,” was obviously based on her own ex- 
perience of certainly questionable independence? Mr. Toko 
had said to me, “Now, 90% of these girl workers are happy 
and contented, and lofo discontented. But if propaganda and 
agitators got in among them, within six months, 90% would 
be discontented and 10% contented.” Certainly it would be 
impossible for an “agitator” to reach behind these walls to 
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these girls. Moreover the classes kept them too busy to leave 
time for “dangerous thoughts.” But how typical was this 
miU? And how average was Tsuki? Like all answers in 
Japan, this led only to more questions. 

6 

For the next month or two, my life was a series of false 
trails and blind alleys, as I went about attempting to dis- 
cover if there was a labor movement among the women 
workers. I was told innumerable times, by people who should 
have known, that there was not. I persisted in my search, 
however, because I found along the way so many things 
of interest. Since Akiko could not always accompany me, I 
collected during this time an assortment of interpreters whose 
diflEerent personalities added another element of excitement 
to my occupations. Sometimes they were Japanese-Japanese 
who knew the custom and conducted themselves punctiliously 
in relation to the Japanese interviewed and who under- 
stood all the Japanese utterances perfectly, but who found 
it difficult to give a report of the transaction in English. 
Or they were American-Japanese who spoke English beau- 
tifully, but whose Japanese was imsty, and who were con- 
stantly embarrassed because of some social blunder, and who 
invariably reported figures with one zero too many, or too 
few, owing to some complexity of the Japanese system of 
numbering. There was a government-conducted Language 
School in Tokyo in which young women could study Eng- 
lish for the express purpose of acting as guides to inquisi- 
tive foreigners, but, unfortunately, their lessons were taught 
in terms of the “Theory of the State,” and, while its 
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graduates could give an eloquent description o£ the Japa- 
nese Way, they found it somewhat difficult to give a simple 
answer to a simple question. Moreover, since it was impolite 
ever to say no, if you said to your interpreter, ^^Do you think 
this is the right street?” she would say “Yes” even if it 
happened to be in an entirely different section of town. 

Finally, however, an indirect trail led me to Miss Nara, 
who had the distinction of being one of the half-dozen 
women labor organizers in Japan. She was little, and very 
Japanese in appearance and dress, an extraordinary surprise 
even in a country that became daily more surprising. With 
Miss Nara and Miss Hyashi, an American-born, handsome 
young woman with a Phi Beta Kappa key from a Midwestern 
university, I visited a group of girl textile-workers in their 
union headquarters. While we sat in a circle on the mats, 
and they served tea with great ceremony, they told me about 
their lives at the mill, and the history of their union. This 
mill was not one of the show institutions. It was the average 
large factory. The life of the girls was like that of the Dai 
Nippon in the routine of the working day, the dormitory 
life, the communal meals, the lack of freedom, the small 
wages. It was unlike it in the girls’ leisure. They were not 
pampered with swimming-pools 5 there were no classes ex- 
cept sewing, and occasionally a lecture on ethics, or a lesson 
in Flower Arrangement. There was no health program and 
the union took care of the sick. The wages ranged from 35 
sen a day for the beginners, to i yen 50 sen for the most 
skilled. The average was 70 yen. Putting their heads to- 
gether and consulting with Miss Nara, they worked out a 
typical budget for a girl who had been working for one 
year: 
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She earned: 35 sen a day for 27 days, or Y 9.45 a- month 
She spent: Y 4.55 a month board to the mill 

.50 health insurance and union dues 
2.00 miscellaneous^toothbnishes, sewing materials, 
etc. 

2.40 to family 
9-45 

She expected to receive a bonus of Y 1.50 once a year. She hoped 
to be raised to 45 sen by the middle of her second year. 

The mill employed 700 girls, of whom 400 belonged to 
the union 5 and 130 men, of whom 90 belonged. The history 
of the union — ^though not typical — ^was interesting as illus- 
trating the difficulties in the way of union organization in 
Japan. The union owed its existence to a tactical blunder 
on the part of management. As a substitute for ‘‘welfare 
activities” the management had organized a company-union 
which met occasionally to hear pep talks, or to go on an 
infrequent outing. Through the energetic efforts of one of 
the men employees, the union began to take itself seriously 
and demanded payment of wages to individuals (instead of 
retaining them, or sending them to parents) and permission 
for the girls to leave the mill when not working. The 
management at once disbanded the union. In the meantime, 
another worker had begun a “self-help” group to give mu- 
tual aid in case of sickness, accidents and so on. This group 
had grown, and when the company disbanded its union, the 
entire organization en masse joined the “self-help” club. 
Then they applied to the national organization for a char- 
ter. This was an extremely unusual situation. It meant that 
practically the entire body of workers was demanding a tmion. 
To enforce the demand, they went out on a strike that lasted 
for fifty days, during which time Miss Nara was arrested. 
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They won the strike, however. At least, management prom- 
ised them a raise of 2 sen a day; and promised that the girls 
should be allowed to leave the mill in their free time, and 
receive their wages. They had gone back to work. The raise 
had not yet gone into effect, though the strike was a month 
pastj and in order to leave the mill, they had to have per- 
mission from their dormitory matron, which stiU could be, 
and usually was, refused. 

Conditions at this factory, however, according to Miss 
Nara, were really very good, for the industry. The worst 
conditions were in the smaller mills — ^where the food was 
likely to be badj and where the different shifts had to share 
the same mattresses and bedding j and where there was no 
union provision for sick care — ^and so no provision. Moreover, 
the statistics on wages were very misleading. For actually it 
was usual for the mill to advance the family of the girl some 
small sum 5 to pay her transportation to the mill} to supply 
a uniform. These expenses were charged against the girl’s 
wages, and it was not unusual, for the first six months, to 
have no wages at all. Moreover, these girls had no schooling 
beyond the primary grades. Most of them had not learned 
to read or write, or even to do the simplest sum in arith- 
metic. Therefore, they could not keep track of what was due 
them, were wholly dependent on the management} so that 
if the management wished to take advantage, it was ex- 
tremely easy to do so. 

These girls, almost without exception, came from farms, 
largely from the northern prefectures. They seemed indif- 
ferent to whether they worked at the mill or at home, 
though several said that they preferred the mill. They did 
not understand my question, “Are you happy?” They took 
thdr liv^ and their work for granted, and belonging to a 
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union and getting certain problematic privileges was a great 
adventure — a. break in the routine. They were young girls, 
and the union was a sort of club. They had no sense of in- 
security. They all expected to marry, and were rather resent- 
ful of my question, ‘Where will you meet your husbands?” 
They explained that although they might belong to a union, 
they were not mogas. Their parents would find them hus- 
bands at the proper time. 

I had a number of meetings with Miss Nara, who finally 
took me to the headquarters of the “Japan Federation of 
Labor.” There she gave me a sketch of the labor movement 
in Japan, and outlined the difficulties in the way of unioniz- 
ing women workers. Like everything else Western in Japan, 
unions did not arise spontaneously, but were first imported 
from some Western nation — ^in this case, America. The first 
union was formed in Japan as an importation from San 
Francisco, and was part of the international socialist move- 
ment. Both the Japanese government and the industrialists 
objected strongly to the idea of the workers forming organi- 
zations and asking for rights. The Japanese Way was pa- 
ternalism, with the workers accepting gratefully whatever 
was given, and the notion of mass action against industry was 
revolutionary. Therefore, from the beginning, union activity 
was directly and indirectly fought both by industry and gov- 
ernment — ^the two, in any case, very closely coimected when 
not synonymous. 

The first unions were, therefore, disbanded by the govern- 
ment, and the labor movement was quiescent until b^;un 
again by accident by an American missionary— a Mr. Mac- 
Cauley, a Unitarian minister. Mr. MacCauley started a small 
settlement in Tokyo where his activities among the people 
attracted the attention of Bimji Susuki, known as the Samn^l 
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Gompers of Japan. Susuki was a Christian and he associated 
himself with Mr. MacCauley, and together they formed a 
group of workers to study Christianity and arrange mutual 
aid. This group became the Yuaikai (Friendly Love Society), 
which — ^by hewing close to the Japanese Way, and purging 
any sign of radicalism — ^grew into the General Federation of 
Labor of Japan — ^the A. F. of L. of the Japanese labor 
movement. 

As with everything else in Japan that sounded Western, 
I found I had to translate Miss Nara’s terms into their 
Japanese equivalents before I could understand much of what 
she told me. The attitude and point of view of Japanese la- 
bor was entirely unlike that of American labor, and the 
Japanese labor movement could not be thought of as re- 
sembling in any way the labor movement of America. Or- 
ganized labor has no legal status, even today. Union activi- 
ties were largely self-help rather than an attempt to force 
concessions in hours and wages from industry. And as the 
crisis developed, the vast majority of the unions came out 
strongly for patriotism, and co-operation with industry and 
government. Even at the height of the movement, the unions 
took in less than eight percent of the industrial workers in 
the large-scale industries. Here again it was necessary to stop 
to define terms, for “large-scale industry’’ in Japan meant 
simply any factory that employed more than five workers. 
The reasons for the weakness of the labor movement. Miss" 
Nara explained, were four: first, the “Theory of the State,” 
which could always be used to stir up patriotism 5 second, 
the active interference of the government} third, the prevail- 
ingly small-shop organization of industry that prevented 
concentrations of workers — except in a few industries; and 
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fourth, the extreme importance of women in industrial Ja- 
pan. 

The Japanese woman, Miss Nara pointed out, was very far 
from being confined to her home in her role of good wife 
and wise mother. Around 85 percent of all women between 
the ages of fifteen and fifty-nine were engaged in some 
sort of remunerative work, and could be found in all occupa- 
tions. Women shared farm work equally with their men, 
and had entire charge of the silkworms 5 they worked on the 
fishing beaches, in the mines, in manufacturing, in commerce. 
There were, Miss Nara said, smiling, only around 8o,cx)0 
geis/ta, while there were around two million women in large- 
scale industry, and around 400,000 employed as common la- 
borers — ^working on roads, or on construction jobs. 

To organize such workers was, obviously, almost impos- 
sible. They were psychologically not ripe for it. They were 
not “workers” in a class-conscious sense j they were members 
of a family, contributing their strength to the communal toil 
to make ends meet. In the large-scale textile industry they 
were segregated within the mill walls, where organizers 
could not reach them. Moreover, their terms of contract were 
for three or four years, which in itself greatly decreased their 
interest in tinion activity. With such a constant turnover and 
such workers, continuity of union interest was almost im- 
possible. As Miss Nara commented, the girls who did join 
a imion did so as they would join any social club, for a break 
in the routine. Those few who took the union seriously 
thought of it in terms of getting such privileges as permission 
to leave the mill grounds} and to receive their wages. No 
Japanese woman ever thought in terms of “rights.” 

The union of girl workers I^et with was so exceptional as 
to be almost unique. At fhe high^ estimate there were 
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never more than around 21,000 women organized into unions 
in Japan. Although women made up two-thirds of the indus- 
trial workers, they represented only .05 percent of the or- 
ganized workers. Therefore, they exerted a drag on the 
whole labor movement; and strongly tended to keep wages 
in general at a low level. For the women workers, every- 
where, received consistently only half of the rate of wages 
paid to men for similar work. 

Those young girls, who looked so helpless as they sat on 
the mats in their union room, in their best kimono in honor 
of visitors, were representatives of the most important class 
in their country. For women were the vast majority of the 
workers in all the export industries. Today they were even 
taking on such jobs as oiling of machines, and making minor 
repairs. They were almost half of the workers, even in the 
explosive industry. Their importance was enormous. For 
not only did they hold down the general wage level; not 
only did they hold down the labor movement; but they re- 
leased the men workers for heavy industry, for armaments, 
for the Army. Unconscious, unaware, fitting sleekly into the 
Japanese Way for which they had been so thoroughly condi- 
tioned, these little girls were creating the “Modern Nation” 
Japan. 

Thinking of these women-workers and the life that they 
led, which from the point of view of an American woman 
accustomed to a high degree of independence seemed intol- 
erable, I found myself remembering the fishing villages and 
the farmers . . . and the implications of the Japanese Way 
struck me full-force. For Japan was the living proof that 
hunoan beings could live tolerably on the absolute minimrim 
of material wealth and individual freedom as long as they 
were psychologically secure; aad as long as they were not 
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disturbed by the tantalizing knowledge of some more de- 
sirable alternative. In Japan, all the social instruments — 
home, community, education, religion and politics — ^were in- 
tegrated so that life was meaningful in terms of the indi- 
viduaPs obligation to fulfil his role in the complex of fam- 
ily, community and national routines. To an American, the 
girl-workers were greatly exploited. To them, however, their 
life was merely the Japanese Way in which there were duties, 
obligations, loyalties and habits so deeply ingrained as to be 
accepted without question. 

The Japanese Way was satisfactory to the vast majority. 
If it had not been, Pre-Periy Japan could never have be- 
come the Great-Power Japan j and if it were not, the popu- 
lation could not increase at the rate of a million a year. It 
was only the occasional energetic, intellectually lively indi- 
vidual who was uncomfortable and rebellious. Or those 
groups of individuals who were squeezed out of the accus- 
tomed Way without finding a foothold in the new 5 or were 
made aware of the alternatives offered by Western civiliza- 
tion. There were, of course, such individuals and such groups. 
And their existence had a direct bearing on the ‘^State of 
Crisis.^^ 
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*^The Sun-Goddess then bestowed on the deity the curved-jewel 
chaplet and the mirror, the two treasures which had served to entice 
her out of the Cave of Heaven. She girt about him, to boot, the 
sword which the deity Susano-O had drawn from the tail of the 
eight-headed serpent, and which is revered under the title of Ku- 
sanagi (the Great Herb-Quelling Sword). These objects still form 
the Imperial Regalia of Japan .’^ — Tcdes from the Kojiki, by 
Yaichiro Isobe, 

. . the Emperor Jimmu who is the grandson of the fifth 
generation of the Imperial Ancestress established the Country in 
660 B.C. Thus you will see that Japan had a ruler before it was es- 
tablished .” — Jafanese Idealism^ by Kishio Satomi. 
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I now had a definition for the Japanese Way. It was a civili- 
zation based on an economy of scarcity. It was an integrated 
system that controlled the individual by religion, social pres- 
sure, education and habit even more than coercion. It seemed 
to be stable. Nevertheless, the leaders of this civilization 
were hysterical with anxiety. 

I had come upon evidences of this hysteria all over the 
country in the form of an over-insistence upon Japanese cul- 
ture, and an over-emphasis on mythology and Emperor wor- 
ship. Everywhere and insistently in dozens of ways, the 
people were being reminded that their culture was “unrivaled 
and unique,” derived from the gods, enormously superior 
to the Way of any other nation. When I asked the reason for 
this incessant propaganda, I was told, “Because of ithe crisis.” 

“Because of the crisis,” was a phrase I often heard} I 
saw daily references to it in the newspapers, yet it was diffi- 
cult for an American to understand its seriousness, because so 
many of the evidences seemed so trivial. “Because of the 
crisis,” a prefectural governor told the people that they must 
find new ways of supplementing their incomes, and suggested 
that they raise “crickets with pleasant chirps.” “Because of 
the crisis,” a famous geisha proposed to organize the geisha 
of Tokyo into a “Woman’s National Defense Association” to 
collect funds to buy motorcycles for the Kwantung Array. 
“Because of the crisis,” the government organized “Musical 
Weeks” so that “politics might be cleansed by mpat^ Q of 
music.” There was less frivolous evidence: everywhere I saw 
schoolboys drillmg with wooden guns under the direction 
of army officers, or even staging mock battles with papier- 
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mache tanks, but their manner was so lackadaisical, so self- 
conscious, so almost shame-faced, that it was hard to believe 
that it was meant with seriousness. 

More serious seemed the constant small changes in the 
educational system to cut down on the teaching of foreign 
languages} to increase the patriotic content of the history 
courses} and even entirely to rewrite historical facts to give 
them a nationalistic slant. More serious still seemed the na- 
tional tensions as demonstrated by activities in the Diet, for 
a statesman had been recently impeached for having said 
in a debate that “the crisis was a bugbear,” The crisis, his 
impeachers said, covild not be a “bugbear” since it had been 
dedared by the Emperor in an Imperial Rescript. Most seri- 
ous of aU was the current trial reported in the newspapers, 
of a group of super-patriots who had, in 1933, attempted to 
bomb government buildings and assassinate certain govern- 
ment officials with the intention of overthrowing the Par- 
liamentary form of government, abolishing the political par- 
ties, and establishing a National Cabinet. 

On the surface, Japan seemed to be progressing steadily 
toward a conscious goal with all of the gears of her com- 
plicated Way meshing smoothly — ^yet this nation had been 
in a dedared “State of Crisis” since 1933, and long before 
that had been in a highly critical state, if it was at all pos- 
sible to judge by the long record of political assassinations 
and abortive revolutions which had been a spectacular feature 
of Japan’s modern political life. Here was another paradox 
of this paradoxical country— that she could show to the world 
a picture of incredible national unity and steady progress, 
while behind the scenes, political Japan was riddled with 
dissension. 

I knew by now that the “crisis” referred to Japan’s inter- 
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national relations, and referred also to some critical politi- 
cal situation inside Japan, and I knew that the two were in- 
terrelated. 

It had not been difficult to learn the Japanese point of view 
on the international aspect of the crisis. The specific “State 
of Crisis” was the acknowledgment of Japan’s fear that her 
international relations might darken into war. It had been 
announced by Imperial Rescript when, in 1933} Japan de- 
clared her intention of withdrawing from the League of Na- 
tions, following the League’s failure to recognize the legality 
of Japan’s invasion of Manchuria and the setting-up there 
of the puppet-state, Manchukuo. This action of the military 
greatly alarmed the civilian members of the government. 
They were convmced that in reprisal Britain and the U.S.A. . 
and perhaps Russia would actively intervene — ^probably in 
the form of a boycott or blockade — although bombers from 
Vladivostok were not ruled out as a possibility. The an- 
nouncement by the Emperor warned the people to be loyal 
to the Japanese Way and to expect the worst. 

There were, of course, no reprisals against Japan, and the 
Military, greatly strengthened by the unexpectedly easy suc- 
cess of their maneuver, had continued steadily to penetrate 
southward, crossing the Great Wall into China Proper to set 
up an independent puppet regime in East Hopei Province 
just northeast of Peiping. From this strategic position, they 
had been negotiating with the generals, who governed the 
northern provinces of China tmder the titular rule of the 
national government in Nanking, attempting to persuade 
them to break connection with Nanking and set up an inde- 
pendent North China to have close financial, economic and 
political relations with Manchukuo and Japan. The interna- 
tional crisis involved the problem of how Japan could go 
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with such a project without arousing open and violent op- 
position from the Western Powers, including the U.S.S.R. 

I had discussed this international crisis with everyone who 
would discuss it. My most coherent informant had been Mr. 
Toko, of the Home OfEce, who had arranged my factory ex- 
peditions. From the Japanese point of view, Mr. Toko ex- 
plained, the situation in Manchuria and China was merely a 
problem in power-politics between the British Empire and 
the Japanese Empire — complicated by the revolutionary situ- 
ation in China and the problematic position of Russia. Chiang 
Kai-shek’s ‘‘national” government, the British, and the Japa- 
nese were all equally alarmed by the success of the Chinese 
Red armies who — despite Chiang Kai-shek’s best efforts — ^had 
survived and had the support of great masses of the Chinese 
peasantry. These Red armies were a revolutionary force in 
China opposed equally to Japanese penetration, British pene- 
tration and the exploitation by Chinese landowners and 
bankers. The Japanese could usually get concessions from 
both the Chinese and British ruling classes by stressing the 
Red menace. 

Chiang Kai-shek had been fighting the Reds since 1927, 
and continued to fight them instead of the Japanese during 
the period when Japan was taking Manchuria and encroach- 
ing on North China. Both Chiang and the British were not 
unwilling to have the Japanese in Manchuria as a buffer 
against possible penetration by Russia. So far, the U.S.S.R. 
had remained aloof from the situation. Japan’s penetration 
into North China, however, changed the picture. The Reds 
were violently anti-Japanese and if Japan’s project for de- 
taching North China seemed about to be successful, there 
was a possibility that the Reds might pursuade the U.S.S.R. 
to intervene. Moreover, Japan’s encroachment on North 
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China also threatened the heavy British interests there. 
Therefore, Britain was expected to intervene. And in fact, 
Britain had already intervened to the extent of sending to 
China Sir Frederick Leith-Ross, chief financial expert, whose 
job, according to Mr. Toko, was to work out some financial 
deal to stiffen Chiang Kai-shek against Japan. “Naturally,” 
said Mr. Toko, “we cannot compete financially with the 
British. We have neither wealth enough, nor financial ex- 
perience enough. It is partly this fact that so enrages our 
Military.” 

He went on to say that the Japanese had a strong ally in 
China’s national government in the person of Wang Ching- 
wei who was Foreign Minister and President of the Execu- 
tive Yuan. Wang was anti-British, and was using the Japa- 
nese to fight the pro-British element in the national govern- 
ment. This, Mr. Toko said, was, in a sense, bad for Japan 
since it greatly encouraged the Military who could say that 
the Chinese wished Japanese help in freeing China from 
white Imperialism. From the point of view of Japan’s pros- 
perity it was much better if Japan could compromise with 
Chiang Kai-shek and Britain, for Japan was completely de- 
pendent for raw materials and markets on the good-will of 
Britain and the United States. The Military, however, did 
not understand this, and they did not understand diplomacy. 
Th^ believed that force was all the Western Powers re- 
spected. They insisted therefore on a constant show of force 
and boasting of power. “Some day,” Mr. Toko said, “they 
will go too far, too fest, and involve us in a serious war.” 
Mr. Toko shook his head in good-tempered despair. “The 
Military mind!” he added, and shrugged. 

This account by Mr. Toko had suggested^not only the ex- 
treme complexity of international politics in the Far East; 
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but suggested also that within Japan there was a sharp cleav- 
age among the ruling cliques as to how the international 
situation should be handled. I had been gradually collecting 
data on Japan’s political structure, but had found it extremely 
confusing. It was the more confusing, like everything else in 
Japan, because of the superficial resemblances to England and 
America. Politically, Japan appeared to be governed by a 
Prime Minister assisted by his Cabinet plus the Heads of the 
Armed Services, responsible to the Emperor. There was a 
Diet of two houses which roughly corresponded to the British 
Parliament. The members of the Lower House were elected 
by popular vote of males of twenty-five and over. There 
were two main political parties which elected all but a hand- 
ful of members. Except for the semi-hereditary character 
of the Upper House, and the power of the Military, this 
looked, superficially, not unlike America. 

That it was not at all like America, however, had been 
called to my attention during my first week in Japan. Visit- 
ing an official of the y.M.C.A., I had, while waiting for him, 
been entertained by his Japanese secretary, who had given 
me a long lecture on how to get along in his country. Rule 
Number One was: “Do not attempt to discuss politics, or 
ask questions about Manchuria.” Modern Japan, this Japa- 
nese told me, was greatly confused. The political situation 
was complicated. AH I need know was the political parties 
were owned outright by the two most important Big Fami- 
lies who at election time bid against each other, paying 
money for votes, so that whichever paid the most got the 
majority in the Diet, and so power to appoint the Prime 
Minister and Cabinet, and so controlled the government. To- 
day, however, this Japanese said, neither of the Big Families 
had complete power, because of the Nationalists’ groups led 
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by certain army, navy and civilian patriots. These groups 
could not get power through the Parliamentary system, since 
that was controlled by Big Business. So whenever the gov- 
ernment passed laws or refused to pass laws which the “pa- 
triots” considered necessary for the national safety, they 
merely assassinated some of the Big Business Men and the 
statesmen who represented their interests in the government. 
Since this internal split in policy between the Business Men 
leaders and the Nationalists concerned their attitude toward 
the Western nations and Westernization, it was necessary for 
the foreigner in Japan to be extremely careful not to arouse 
suspicion or resentment from the super-patriotic Japanese. 

That this account was an accurate, if simplified, description 
of the political situation was confirmed by all I learned later. 
That the tension was steadily increasing was also apparent. 
Nothing, however, had happened to me, a foreigner in 
Japan, to dramatize the crisis, and clarify it. 

In mid-autumn, however, I had such an experience, appar- 
ently trivial, on the surface, rather absurd, and yet deadly 
serious in Japan. Yoso Minamoto had asked permission to 
come to dinner and bring a college friend. They wanted the 
experience of dining in a foreign home, and they thought, 
too, this would be a good chance to practice their English. 
The Minamoto family were among Dee’s oldest Japanese 
friends. She had at one time tutored Yoso in English, and 
we had exchanged visits a niunber of times with Yoso’s 
mother. Yoso had accompanied us on various excursions and 
had taken us to meet his English-speaking university friends. 
We all felt very much at ease with one another and were 
delighted to have Yoso visit us with his friend. 

The young men came, both shy and self-conscious in their 
Western-style uniforms. We chatted easily enough through 
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dinner of the usual matters, and after dinner we went into 
our Japanese-style room so that the young men could be 
comfortable. The neighborhood radio was going full blast, 
as usual, and as we sat down we aU recognized the music, for 
it was the “Tokyo Ondo,” the most popular tune that was 
used for the folk-dancing. I had been so delighted with the 
effect of this dancing when I had first seen it that I had 
bought the record with this very tune, and with the help of 
the illustrations that came with the record, had learned the 
routine. Now, as Yoso began laughingly to hum the melody, 
it occurred to me that we might practice the dance. I made 
the suggestion, and since no one vetoed it, got up and put 
on the record. As it turned out, the young men did not know 
the steps very well, and were self-conscious, and yet it amused 
them too, and soon we were all dancing around in a circle, 
waving our arms, bending to touch our toes, advancing and 
retreating, looking siUy, and yet enjoying ourselves. Upon 
this scene of mild revelry, Akiko suddenly burst, sliding 
open the panel-doors with no ceremony, and beginning to 
talk with great excitement. 

Dee shut off the record with a long, rasping scratch. The 
young men looked blank and sat down quickly. Dee left 
the room with Akiko. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked Yoso. 

He seemed not to hear me. Instead, he said that he would 
have for me soon the list he had promised of modem Japa- 
nese novels that he felt were interesting enough to be trans- 
lated into English. 

Dee came back inunediately, and as she came through the 
door, the young men arose. “I think it time we go now,” 
Yoso said. 

They left at once. As we stood at the door bowing them 
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away, I saw standing in the alley two policemen. When they 
saw me looking at them, they bowed politely. Then, as the 
young men walked down the alley, they followed slowly. 
While we had been dancing, they had come to the house and 
told Akiko to tell us we must stop. There was a law against 
dancing in private homes, they reminded her. The proper 
places to dance were in the temple courtyards, the parks, or 
the few licensed dance-halls, but not in the home. “Because 
of the crisis,” they said, the law must be rigorously enforced. 

All I knew of the crisis did not make this episode compre- 
hensible. Mr. Sato was my most satisfactory tutor in political 
matters and I sent him a note asking him to call. 

2 

When Sato came, we setded ourselves on the mats, hug- 
ging the charcoal brazier for warmth, with a pot of tea for 
comfort I told him of the episode with the students, and 
asked him why it was against the law to dance in homes. 
And why should it be especially wrong because of the crisis. 

‘When times are critical,” Sato said, “the stability of the 
people is our most important internal problem. Our na- 
tionalists feel that dancing in the home endangers national 
stability.” 

I made no comment and he went on. 

“It is against the law,” he said, “because it is not Japanese 
shuhm. It implies a kind of sodal life, a kind of informality 
between the sexes that is contrary to our Family System. 
Should our young men become accustomed to such informal 
relations with women who are not professional entertainers, 
they might get the “dangerous thought” in their heads that 
it wovild be better to choose their own wives, better to be 
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free and independent of their family. Since the Family Sys- 
tem is the central core of stability in my country, anything 
that threatens to disturb, in the smallest way, its hold on our 
young people, threatens the stability of our system. 

“In this particular case,” Sato went on, “there is another 
problem. Intimacy today between Japanese and foreigners is 
being strongly discouraged — especially intimacy between uni- 
versity students and foreigners. This is because the students, 
who study foreign languages, are in a position to read foreign 
books and so be influenced by “dangerous thoughts.” In 
school such influences can be somewhat counteracted by our 
propaganda courses. Because of this background, however, 
when they associate with foreigners outside of their classes, 
they are much more susceptible to the influence of foreign 
ideas.” 

Sato paused, and I asked him what particular foreign ideas 
the Japanese leaders feared most. 

“They fear,” he said, “the idea that the individual should 
be well paid for his work and should be able to afford things 
that cost money. They fear the idea that the individual 
should be independent of the fanoily and the State, should 
own whatever he cams, and spend it as he chooses. They fear 
the idea that young men and women should have casual so- 
cial relations with each other, and should if they so desire 
marry the person of their own choice. These are the “danger- 
ous Noughts” they might learn from America. And then, 
too, there are the even more “dangerous thoughts” of Com- 
munism. Actually, any thoughts at all that are not one hun- 
dred percent Japanese shukm threaten the stability of my 
country.” 

“Such an exaggerated fear of change,” Sato continued, 
“seems strange to an American} yet, unfortunately, our na- 
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tionalists can make a good case for their side. Modem 
Japan has been based on a paradox. When we brought in 
Western machines, industrial and financial techniques, and 
Western institutions, we set up within our country an alien 
civilization. That dvilization helped us to develop from a 
little group of islands into a Great Power in fifty years j 
simultaneously, it threatens to destroy our andent dviliza- 
tion on the survival of which the modern nation depends. 
Our imported Western dvilization helped us become a Great 
Power; it also destroyed our national security. These two 
paradoxes have been, all-important in shaping the polides of 
our leaders.” 

‘Wou must realize,” Sato went on, “that because of our 
spedal conditions, our lack of space and wealth, we cannot 
afford either the things you Americans have, or your free- 
dom. It is impossible for us to build here in our crowded 
small islands a genuinely American-style dvilization with its 
emphasis on space, material things and individualism. At best 
we can only contrive a partial, pseudo-Westernization that 
destroys our own customs and our own values, makes our 
people uncomfortable and discontented. We could, of course, 
improve conditions within the frame of our own system, by 
raising industrial wages and giving the farmer more for his 
rice. It is, however, unfortunately a fact, that to do this 
we must either r^se the price of our exports or g^ve up our 
military machine. If we raise our prices, we lose our mar- 
kets and we starve. If we surrender our military machine, we 
cease to be a Great Power. And if we cease to be a Great 
Power, it is not at all improbable that we would shortly 
cease to be an independent sovereign nation. We have sur- 
vived and grown because our military exploits have fitted in 
with the balance-of-powcr requirements of the Western na- 
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tions. If we lose this value, if we cease to be able to de- 
fend ovirselves, we would become a bone of contention be- 
tween rival Western imperialisms. 

“To imderstand our crisis, you must remember that West- 
ernization came to us wholesale, ready-made, escorted by 
gunboats. You must remember that we were at that time a 
‘backward’ people — ^ignorant of science and machines — ^with 
no army in the Western sense, and no navy. We were, more- 
over, a colored race — one of the peoples who, all over the 
globe, had been dominated by industrialized white races. 
To survive as an independent nation, we had to develop an 
industrial power and a military power. We had to Westernize 
enough to convince the Western Powers we were a modern 
nation j we had to industrialize enough to be efficient} we 
had simultaneously to retain our andent habits of economy 
and our social controls. We had to condliate the Western 
Powers} we also had to be strong enough to secure and main- 
tain our independence. And we must, of necessity, have close 
relations with neighboring Asia. These paradoxes and these 
problems have been basic throughout our modern period. 

“Our crisis,” Sato went on, “is the result of these paradoxes 
and problems. It has been expressed politically in terms of a 
tug-of-war between two cliques of rulers, who have con- 
stantly contended against each other for control of national 
wealth and policy. These cliques represent our new industrial 
power and our new military power. One dique is dominated 
by the biggest indxistrial-finandal Family-Corporations — ^the 
Big Monopolists of which the Mitsui and Mitsubishi are the 
most important. They control absolutely the economic life 
of the country. The other clique is dominated by the so-called 
“Young-Officers” group of the Military. These leaders, who 
are not necessarily young, and not necessarily on active duty 
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(since the reserve-officers organizations have been a power- 
^ force behind the scenes), represent the “new” army con- 
scripted largely from the peasants} and naval officers, also 
largely of peasant origin. Both of these cliques cut across all 
classes — ^there are Admirals and Generals in the Big-Mo- 
nopolist clique’ and business men in the Young-Officers 
clique. They are determined not by class, but by policy. The 
Big-Monopolist clique believes in the “conciliatory policy.” 
They have knowledge of the Western Powers. They realize 
how dependent we are for markets and raw materials. They 
believe that they can hold their own with the West in the 
realm of financial and economic competition in China and 
elsewhere. Therefore, they wish to conciliate the Western 
Powers, and keep the army inconspicuous and inactive — only 
ready to show force if necessary. 

“The Young-Officers clique is opposed to Westernization 
within Japan, and in foreign relations stands for the “posi- 
tive policy.” They do not trust the Big Monopolists. They 
say that they are trying to bring Westernization into our 
country too fast and are, therefore, destroying our national 
customs and our national stability. They say that the Monop- 
olists use the Diet merely as a technique for increasing their 
wealth and ensuring their control of taxes and budgets. They 
say that we caimot compete successfully with the Western 
Powers by economic and financial techniques} that there 
we will always be outfoxed. They say that we have become 
a Great Power by force, and can only remain a Great Power 
by a constant show of force. 

“Moreover, they have behind them a mass pressure. 
Within my country are certain groups and classes who are 
discontented. They are the classes that have been crowded 
out of our system and have not been able to get a secure foot- 
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hold in the new. They are composed of certain fringes of our 
industrial workers, certain groups of peasants, certain pro- 
fessionals, students, small business men and bigger business 
men who find it increasingly difiicult to compete with the 
Big Monopolists. These restless groups began to appear in 
our society during the rapid expansion of the World War 
and the depression that followed. They began to form clubs 
of one sort and another — some religious, some communistic, 
some nationalistic, and so on — ^all separate, yet all united by 
one emotion — a distrust and fear of the Western ways that 
were changing the system they were used to, and a distrust 
and fear of the Western Powers. The Military, aware of 
these restless, discontented groups, realizing how dangerous 
they were to the stability of our country, and realizing how 
useful they might be as pressure groups, began to deluge 
them with propaganda. The propaganda gave them some- 
thing definite to focus their grievances around. The Nazis 
used the Jews for this purpose. Our Military used the Big- 
Business-Men leaders. The propaganda said that these Big 
Monopolists had ceased to be Japanese; that they were lining 
their own pockets at the e2q)ense of national security; that 
they were bringing into Japan Western ideas and institu- 
tions that were destroying the Way of the Gods. In the 
Japanese System, the propaganda stated, everybody had 
enough, and nobody had too much. Today, it said, the Big 
Monopolists had too much, and many of the people had 
not the necessary minimum. They devised a very clever 
slogan — ^‘The Showa Restoration.’ ” 

“Showa Restoration,” of course, referred to the reign of 
the present Emperor. The Japanese designate thdr historical 
periods by naming them for the reigns of their Emperors. 
The period immeiately after the “opening of the door” was 
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known as the Meiji Era (the reign of enlightened govern- 
ment). The present Emperor Hirohito had chosen for his 
era the name Showa (the reign of peace through justice). 

‘‘The slogan, Showa Restoration,” Sato went on, “recalled 
the fact that in feudal Japan the Emperor had been deprived 
of his real power by certain clan leaders, and the Meiji 
Restoration restored him to power. Now, they say, in the 
process of creating modern Japan, the Emperor has been 
robbed once again — ^this time by the Big Monopolists. The 
Showa Restoration means: Turn the scoundrels out! Restore 
our land to the Emperor! In practical terms this means: 
Abolish the Diet, which is merely a tool of the Big Monopo- 
lists} expropriate the Family Corporations} nationalize basic 
industries} use the wealth of the country to provide relief for 
the discontented classes} and to keep the military power 
strong enough so that it would seem invincible and so make 
the political conquest of North China easier. This slogan not 
only has great popular appeal, because of mass veneration 
for the Emperor, but it ties the hands of the Big Monopolists’ 
government, since an act committed in the name of the Em- 
perior is patriotic and righteous. 

“Between these cliques there has been open war since 1929. 
The Big Monopolists control the wealth and the Diet. The 
Military control these revolutionary groups. And whenever 
the Big Monopolists cause the Diet to pass laws or refuse to 
pass laws that the Military feel are necessary they shout 
“Showa Restoration!” and some of their patriotic societies 
assassinate some Business Mari or some representative of 
Business interests in the government. The Manchurian Inci- 
dent was part of this tug-of-war. The Big Monopolists be- 
gan to cut down on the army budgets} they had been jug- 
gling the gold standard and in the process cleaned up mil- 
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lions, simultaneously forcing more of the smaller Big Busi- 
ness Men out of business j they refused to face the fact of 
mass unrest in certain rural sections and among certain urban 
groups. The Army, by going into Manchuria, created a criti- 
cal international situation that made it easy to turn the mass- 
unrest into active patriotism, and forced the Big Monopolists 
to provide money both for bigger military budgets and for 
relief for the depressed areas. 

Sato paused to light a cigarette. The more I learned about 
Japan, the more remarkable it seemed. I found myself re- 
membering the elaborate festivals, the colleges of culture, the 
exhibitions of flowers and Tea — ^these things organized by 
men who were living constantly on top of a volcano that 
might explode at any moment. 

'^Do you see our dilemma?” Sato asked finally. ^We have 
started an industrial process, and we cannot stop. Our Before- 
Perry civilization was so self-sufficient that we could cut our- 
selves off, almost entirely, from the outside world for two 
and a half centuries. Today we are a modern Great Power, 
but we have lost control of our own destiny. We are com- 
pletely dependent for our national existence on the foreign 
powers who supply our raw materials and buy our manu- 
factured goods. In the past fifty years our population has 
more than doubled* Much of our land has been taken from 
cultivation and put into factory sites and dwellings for city 
workers. We even import cereal — our essential food. We can- 
not wholly Westernize our coimtry — ^there is neither space 
enough nor wealth enough. Our overflow industry must find 
an outlet somewhere if our economy is to continue to ex- 
pand, And it must expand, or it will stall.” 

I said, “Your conciliatory-policy group are the wisest of 
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your leaders. You must go slowly enough to avoid the dis- 
aster of war. That much is certain.” 

Sato shrugged. “How slow is slowly enough? Already our 
goods are being excluded from the British Empire Bloc by 
tarifFs and quotas. Rayon is cutting into our sUk industry. 
The Western Powers were everywhere in the Far East before 
us, and they resent our competition everywhere. We are ex- 
cluded as citizens from most countries. Moreover, it is true 
that the people have been under very great pressure all 
through this modern period. Our society has been stable. 
Our people seem calm and disciplined. But you must remem- 
ber that everything in our training has taught us to be calm 
and disciplined. When the calmness goes, there is violence — 
usually, however, the violence of despair against the self, 
rather than against an oppressor. Suicide, as you know, is very 
common among us. Much of our propaganda is an effort to 
bolster our national morale by instilling a feeling of superior- 
ity — ^pride in our native culture, pride in our military invinc- 
ibility, pride in our Divine Emperor, descendant of the gods. 
It is hoped that our propaganda can transform the individual 
despair and discontent into national aggressiveness.” 

Sato was sHent for a moment . . . then went on: “This is 
the Year of the Wild Boar. It is the end of a cycle ... a 
cycle of crisis for my country. No thinking Japanese but must 
tremble for what the next cycle may bring.” 

As he paused with obvious emotion, I repeated after him, 
“Year of the Wild Boar,” thinking that if I wished one wore! 
that would express a fundamental difference between 
Oriental and modem Occidental civilization, that word would 
be “dramatic” with the emphasis not on the drama of human 
relations, but on a poetic literary sort of drama by which 
events were complicated beyond their obvious significance, 
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by the overtones of symbolic associations. He was' referring, 
I knew, to the fact that Before-Perry Japan, like China, 
had recorded time — ^years, months, days and hours — ^by using 
the signs of the Chinese zodiac— the rat, ox, tiger, rabbit, 
dragon, snake, horse, sheep, monkey, cock, dog, wild boar. 
These signs were still widely used in the Orient for the pur- 
poses of marking familiar annual festivals and habitual occa- 
sions. Twelve years, each named for a symbol, made a cycle. 
This year — a wild boar year — ended such a cycle. 

Sato was going on, ‘‘Look at the record. During this cycle 
we have created the puppet-state of Manchukuoj resigned 
from the League of Nations} demanded naval parity with 
Britain and the U.S.A., and when we were refused it our 
Premier who signed the agreement was murdered} our Mili- 
tary have talked incessantly of our Divine Mission to create 
a Pan-Asia. During this cycle two Premiers, a Finance Min- 
ister, a leading financier of the House of Mitsui were assassi- 
nated. There have been purges of Communists. There have 
been attempts at revolution. For two years we have been in 
a declared State of Crisis. Now as the cycle swings to a close, 
tensions are everywhere increasing within our country, and 
in our relations to China and to the Western Powers. 

“Every zodiacal sign,” Sato went on, “has, as you know, 
its own legends and superstitions, accumulated through the 
thousands of years of Oriental history. The wild boar is a 
dangerous symbol . . . Usa Hachiman, god of war, rides on 
his back. Mothers on the day of the boar, at the hour of the 
boar, offer gifts to their patron saints with the prayer that 
they may be favored, as is the wild boar, with many off- 
spring of reckless courage. My country will need reckless 
courage for what I see ahead for her in the next cycle. For 
how can we stop now? We have begun a course for which 
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there is no end but disaster. Blind and hysterical with igno- 
rance and pride, with frustration and fear, made powerful 
with Western machines, driven by the momentum of these 
years of change, we will go on to inevitable disaster.” 

I tried to speak, but Sato stopped me. “Do not criticize us,” 
he said sharply. “You Westerners, at every step of the way, 
have encouraged our aggressions. Our nation Before Perry 
had a record for minding its own business unmatched by any 
other Great Power. Study our history and you will see how 
essentially unaggressive we are as a people. Even a very 
unaggressive man, however, if frightened enough, and armed 
with a machine-gun, a tank, or a dive-bomber, can be danger- 
ous. In war, as in industry, we have but one great resource — 
our homogeneity, and our deep conviction that these matters 
are for us matters of life and death. The patriotism you find 
here now is fanatical j it is based on years of concentrated 
propaganda that has told our people that we are encircled 
by enemies 5 that we must be prepared for any eventuality. If 
war comes, the people will not be surprised. They have been 
warned. And they have been told that their national life is 
involved in the outcome.” Sato smiled grimly. “Our propa- 
ganda has more weight than similar propaganda elsewhere 
because there is so much truth in it. 

“Throughout our modern period,” he went on, “our ag- 
gressive moves have not only not been genuinely opposed" by 
anyone, but have been encouraged both directly and indi- 
rectly by everyone — ^by the weakness of China, torn by in- 
ternal dissension, and hampered in her free movement by 
the restrictions imposed by the Western Powers j encouraged 
by alliances with Britain, who for her own purposes backed 
our first war with China and our war with Russia; armed and 
equipped by you Westerners who have made our gims and 
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our planes and our ships for us, have taught us how to make 
them, selling us the materials to make them with. And 
through all this, while you have encouraged and helped our 
aggressiveness, you have discriminated against us as a 'colored 
race’} you have been amused by our mistakes with Western 
culture, you have called us a quaint little people. Every slight 
you have given us our revolutionary propagandists have used 
to infect our army and navy with distrust and hatred of the 
Western Powers} to infect them with the conviction that no 
'colored race’ in this world can be free without a constant 
show of force} and every weapon and institution you have 
given us we will iwe against you. 

"I cannot blame the Western Powers for what they have 
done. They, too, have been trapped by the overwhelming 
power of the machine-civilization, and have not understood 
its potentialities for destruction — destruction of security first j 
and then destruction of peoples and civilizations. There must 
be in the world, generally among all men, wider understand- 
ing of the problems of aU people} more sincere effort to 
solve national problems on an international scale. There must 
be some assurance to the colored peoples that they can take 
part in world affairs — ^not as colonials, but as equals — or there 
will be such chaos as you cannot conceive. 

“What we are doing in China is a great tragedy. Could 
we have led the way in peace toward the growth of inde- 
pendence and dignity for the Asiatic peoples, we might have 
genuinely pointed the way toward a free association of free 
peoples everywhere. But how foolish that sounds as I say it. 
We Japanese, alone of the colored races, have complete na- 
tional sovereignty and independence. And we won this from 
you Westerners by our military activities. To beat you on 
your own ground— in industry and war— was our only chance 
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of preserving our sovereignty. And in so doing, we will 
destroy ourselves.” 

^^Then,” I said, ^^ou think there will be war between your 
country and China 5 between your country and the Western 
Powers?” 

^^SodesUy of course, there will be war. How can you start an 
avalanche and stop it in mid-flight?” He was silent for a 
moment, then added, ^^Our Military have for some time 
been doping themselves on m5^hology and incantations. They 
keep saying, We are gods ... we inhabit the Land of the 
Gods, our Sun Goddess will preserve us. . . ? That my- 
thology and our fear, and our love of country are all we have 
to oppose your genuine wealth and power. Do not, however, 
underestimate the force of such mythology, such fear and 
love. When our soldiers bow at the Yasakuni Shrine, they 
bow to themselves, deified, soldiers who will be killed in 
battle. For them there is no alternative that they know about. 
Their minds are full of what they have been taught, and 
they are taught that, for the Japanese, his Divine Mission 
is to die proving that there is one colored race that will 
not be subservient to the whites — dying for a dream of Pan- 
Asiaj a united Buddhist world, ruled by the Sun Goddess. 
There is an exaltation in such a death — ^better than being 
merely smothered in our little islands.” Sato stabbed out his 
cigarette in the ashes of the brazier. ^There is a poem often 
quoted by our Military: 

In days of illness, 

I often dream of death, 

And that is sweet to me. 

As when I dream of love,’’ 
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It was a few days after my talk with Sato that Dee re- 
ceived a note from Yoso Minamoto, written on behalf of 
his mother, inviting us to dine at their home, and saying 
that his father would, on this occasion, be glad to greet the 
American. Although there was no mention of the episode of 
the police, this invitation was, I thought, a kind of apology 
for that event, and an assurance that it would not interfere 
with our relationship. This was welcome news. 

It was welcome news, too, that I was at last to meet Yoso’s 
father, who had been born a warrior-samurai. A man in his 
eighties, he had been born the same year that Perry’s ‘‘black 
ships” had “opened the door”j he had spent the first eight- 
een years of his life under the old regime. He was, there- 
fore, a living representative of the almost legendary caste 
of aristocratic hereditary warriors, who alone In Before-Perry 
Japan had been privileged to bear arms, and whom the mod- 
ern world had come to accept as a symbol for aggressive im- 
perialist Japan. 

I was, of course, interested in this warrior caste. Through- 
out the forty years of her modem period, Japan had bee^ 
conspicuously aggressive. She had fought both China and 
Russia 5 had been one of the Allied Powers in the World 
War} had annexed Formosa, Korea and Manchuria} had se- 
cured League of Nations’ mandates over innumerable small 
Pacific islands. In explaining these activities, Westerners 
usually said that the Japanese were a naturally aggressive 
people} and they based this judgment on the feudal samurai- 
caste of disciplined soldiers, and the fact that Before-Perry 
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Japan was ruled recurrently for long periods by military 
dictators. 

By now I knew that this explanation did not square with 
the facts. Before-Perry Japan — ^the nation and the warrior 
caste alike — ^had been as conspicuously unaggressive as mod- 
em Japan had been aggressive. Comparing the feudal sam- 
urai with the modern peasant army, it was, at first, almost 
impossible to find any connection between them. Reading his- 
tory and legend, seeing the movies and the Kabuki plays 
(that deal with Before-Perry Japan, and whose heroes and 
villains are often samurai), it was difficult to believe that in 
using the word “samurai” and the words “military-dictator,” 
Westerners and Japanese were talking about the same things. 

Moreover, of all the classes of Before-Perry Japan the 
warrior-samurai had been most rigorously excluded from the 
new nation. The caste had been abolished by government de- 
cree at the time of the reorganization, and although the in- 
dividuals had been paid government stipends to tide them 
over into a new kind of life, most of them — ^ignorant of 
money and conditioned to despise it — ^had soon fallen in 
miserable straits. They had staged a revolt against their ex- 
tinction, but the new army soon showed them that a conscript 
peasant armed with a gun was more efficient than a profes- 
sional armed only with a sword and the ability to make 
grotesque faces and fearful outcries. Even their Sun Goddess 
deserted them— going over, as is so often the way of ddties, 
to the side with the most efficient weapons. Many of the 
troublesome, useless caste were exterminated} others drifted 
gradually into various pursuits. Only a handful succeeded in 
making a successful transition into the new age. The vast 
majority of the leaders of modern Japan came from the 
ranks of the nobility, the despised business classes, the lowly 
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people, and from the samurai-o£-the-gown, the feudal re- 
tainers of samurai rank who had been employed in adminis- 
trative activities. 

Yoso’s father was, therefore, doubly interesting. For he 
had not only been born a warrior-samurai, but he had made 
a successful transition into the New Age. He had entered the 
newly established military academy and, under the tutelage 
of French officers — ^imported for the purpose — ^had become 
an officer and had served in the Russo-Japanese War. More 
interesting still, after the war, he had had, until recently, a 
responsible post in the Bureau of Military Education — ^the 
Bureau that performs the extremely important function of 
supervising the primary-school history and ethics texts, as 
well as producing the pamphlets, proclamations, and pro- 
grams by which the minds of the peasant-soldiers are molded. 
It seemed obvious that if there were any connection be- 
tween the feudal samurai and the modern soldier, it must be 
in the realm of the ‘‘military mind,” and since Yoso’s father 
represented both the feudal samurai and the new soldier, I 
hoped that he would help me finally to clarify the connection 
between them. 

On the day appointed, I presented myself at the home of 
the samurai. I came alone, for Dee had a long-standing en- 
gagement which she could not break. I was received by little 
maids and escorted to the Western-style room where my 
hostess was waiting to welcome me, attended by another lady, 
and by Yoso. The Lady of the samurai enchanted me, as 
always. She was wearing an elaborate formal autumn kimono 
with a gigantic and was perched in a carved Chinese 
chair, from which her feet in little split-toed tahi dangled 
inches from the floor. Following introductions, she began to 
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chatter, talking in a mixture of Japanese and English, mak- 
ing little gestures of helplessness and turning appealingly 
to her student son when words eluded her. 

The samurai did not join us. He was with a guest some- 
where else in the house, playing go, our hostess told us, and 
had promised to greet me later on. She spoke of him as “the 
General,” and, as she gave me this explanation, it became 
evident that for the General to dine with a lot of women 
was unheard of — and his appearing at all was a great honor 
for the foreigner. We dined without him. His Lady, how- 
ever, kept quoting him all through dinner, and whether 
we were discussing the cat, the garden, her son’s desire for a 
career in the diplomatic service, or her duties as Lady-in- 
Waiting to one of the Princesses of the Blood, she managed 
to suggest that it was the General’s opinion that was im- 
portant. Although he was not with us, he seemed to dominate 
the gathering, and, while I poked with my silver-tipped, 
ivory chopsticks at the pickled string beans, the hard-boiled 
eggs and shrimps, and the stewed chicken, my thoughts were 
with the General who was somewhere in the house playing 
a game rather like checkers. 

After dinner, our hostess led us into a small, adjoining 
room. In the center of the floor was a square fireplace, and 
in the bottom of it a charcoal fire was burning in a crockery 
pot under an iron grill. The ladies gathered around this fire- 
place and sat at the edge of the floor, our feet resting on the 
iron grill. A little maid threw a heavy “comfortable” across 
our knees, and arranged a low table so that it bridged our 
laps. On this she served bowls of imported chocolates and 
tea. Yoso scorned the heat and sat on the mats behind his 
mother. 

We were hardly settled, when there was a rumpus behind 
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us. Our hostess looked over my head, spoke formally in Japa- 
nese, and bowed with an enchanting and coquettish smile. 
Yoso hastily arose. The samurai had joined us. 

I turned and looked at him with some anxiety, not knowing 
what was expected of me. I saw a large man with a bxiU neck 
and a shaven pate in a simple kimono, carrying a fan. He 
bowed to us, roaring a greeting, his face screwed up into a 
mask of ferocity. One black eyebrow arched almost to the 
roots of his hair 3 a large scar slit his right cheek 5 his left eye 
drooped shut. He did not suggest a modem soldier and 
molder of minds 3 he was, however, certainly a samurai — ^in- 
deed, he was the image of the ‘‘one-eyed samurai bandit” 
who is the favorite character in a popular movie serial. 

He strode over to us, climbed down into the kototsu in the 
empty space between his Lady and me, pulled the comfort- 
able over his lap and leered at me with his good eye, his face 
twisted into a terrifying grimace. Pointing to his obliterated 
eye, he began to pantomime a duel, accompanying the action 
with an extravagant declamation in Japanese which his son 
finally translated. The General had said that he had recently 
lost the use of his eye, that it had been put out in mortal 
combat. The ladies, who sat smiling and coquetting at him, 
accepted the story as calnaly as though it were merely polite 
conversation 3 Yoso was impassive, and I, not knowing 
whether one should commiserate or congratulate a samurai 
on such an occurrence, was silent. My bewilderment, how- 
ever, must have been obvious, and delighted the General. He 
gave a triumphant roar and laimched into an impassioned 
discourse accompanying the dialogue with a heroic panto- 
mime, slashing with Ws fan, waving his sleeves, and con- 
triving more variations of ferocity and hauteur than I would 
have believed possible with one set of facial muscles. At the 
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first pause, Yoso translated his remarks. The General had 
said that I had now met a samurai — I could boast of that — 
but I could not boast of having seen his Sword — ^his Sword 
that had been forged with Shinto ceremonial j his Sword that 
was sacredj his Sword that was the samurai’s soulj his Sword 
that was dedicated to the Sun Goddess. 

As Yoso translated these remarks, I had the feeling, one 
had so often in Japan, of being trapped in some fantastic 
experiment with Time. What connection could there be be- 
tween this serious and bewildered young man who belonged 
to the twentieth century and this figure from the middle- 
ages . . . this delightful farceur . . . this braggadocio . . . 
this character from a classic melodrama, who now deliberately 
opened the apparently ruined eye so that I should see that it 
was as good as my own, assuming meanwhile an expression 
of profound benevolence so that one would have said, “This 
kind old man”} then closed it again, with a glare of ferocity} 
then repeated the opening until he was sure I understood the 
jest} sure that I understood his duel had been an imaginary 
one and not an actual combat, and that his eye was as right 
as rain. His little joke clarified, he let out a roar of triumph 
that might have destroyed a regiment, and poked me with 
his fan, overjoyed with the effect he had produced. 

I told myself that this man had been an officer on active 
duty in a major, if distant, war. That he had, until recently, 
been compiling documents to equip soldiers for duty in a real 
world. With him there beside me, all this telling was use- 
less. Instead, I remembered the last Japanese movie I had 
seen. It had been — zs most of them are — a story of Before- 
Perry Japan. The hero had been a top-knotted, swashbuck- 
ling samurai, a bravo in fantastic raiment, and incredible 
high clogs. He had dashed about like some Japanese super- 
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Douglas Fairbanks, beheading people with ribald gestures, 
dueling, taking on a dozen antagonists at once and slicing 
them all neatly. It had been bravura . . . exaggerated play- 
acting with comic intent, and the audience had rocked with 
mirth. The General was giving us a similar performance. He 
was, however, acting himself, samurai of Japan, and the 
role was apparently his reality. 

He continued to entertain us. He insisted that Yoso read 
aloud, from an English translation of the Kojiki, the legend 
that describes how the Sun Goddess sent down the Sacred 
Sword from Heaven to assist her descendant, the Emperor 
Jimmu, when he was beset by the “evil ddties of Kumano.” 
The Emperor, having received the Sword, waved it in the 
airj whereupon, “the evil deities of Kumano fell down like 
so much corn cut by a reaper.” The General waved an imagi- 
nary sword and leered triumphantly as though he could hear 
the sighs of stricken enemies. 

He concluded his entertainment by escorting me, with 
Yoso as attendant, to his Tea-room. It was at the end of a 
series of winding corridors and we had to stoop to enter 
through the low door, for one approaches Tea with humility. 
It was a conventional Tea-room, of bamboo and birch-logs 
with the bark still clinging. In one corner was a tokonoma 
for the ceremonial Flower Arrangement, and in the floor a 
sunken fireplace. 

The General proceeded to demonstrate a Tea Ceremony. 
In pantomime, he received imaginary guestsj listened while 
they made the appropriate conoment on the imaginary Flower 
Arrangement} seated himself beside the fireplace} arranged 
the imaginary utensils for the preparation of the powdered 
tea} and offered the imaginary bowl between his outstretched 
palms. So realistic was the General’s make-believe that the 
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guests seemed to spring to life all around him— shavenpated, 
improbable warriors, like himself occupying themselves with 
an esoteric ritual. 

For the General, obviously, fantasy and fact were so 
dosely allied that it would be difficult to be sure he was aware 
of any essential difference j yet it could not be assumed that 
this General was only an eccentric individual (how eccentric, 
at first sight, had all of Dee’s friends seemed to an Ameri- 
can! ). As a young man he had been subjected to the conven- 
tional disdpline of his samurai-caste j and all his life since, 
until recently, he had played an active part in the modern 
activities of his nation. He was bewildering only because, al- 
though he was living with his body in the twentieth century, 
his mind and habits were still in the middle ages of nine- 
teenth-century Japan. His eccentricities were merely the 
normal behavior of a civilization that had flourished in an- 
other age and had survived to confound the twentieth cen- 
tury. In Before-Perry Japan, Sacred Swords and Ceremonial 
Tea belonged together, properties and business for the men 
who played the role of warrior. Moreover, the ritual of Tea, 
even at its most realistic, was hardly more real than this 
wholly imaginary demonstration. 

The mystery of the “military mind” was simply that it was 
another expression of the Japanese Way— a kind of civiliza- 
tion that the machine age made anachronistic. In Before- 
Perry Japan that dvilization was a gallant and imaginative 
making-a-virtue-of-necessity. Even today, in the realm of 
sodal relations and amusements, in many ways it was admi- 
rable and thought-provoking, a challenge to the wasteful and 
over-literal Western world. When, however, the same make- 
believe extended to politics and war, it became bewildering 
and frightening. For if the General, and his sort of dviliza- 
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tion, molded the minds of the peasant recruits, one could feel 
quite sure that no facts got into them. 

My meditations were interrupted by the General who, his 
ceremony ended, rose and stalked to the small door. There he 
paused to say goodbye. We bowed profoundly. ^^Sayonara.” 
Majestically the General withdrew, giving the effect of one 
surrounded by a vast body of retainers on horseback. 

Yoso looked at me. I looked at Yoso. I said that I must go, 
and taking leave of the ladies, went off for my trolley, with 
Yoso escorting me to the station. I was preoccupied with the 
events of the evening, trying to discover the connecting link 
between the improbable Before-Perry samurai and the mod- 
ern soldiers. The connection, of course, was the Sun Goddess. 
It was Yoso who gave me the answer, beginning at once to 
discuss the legend of the Sword which he had read, saying 
that Westerners thought of the Sun Goddess and the Sacred 
Sword as merely amusing and quaint mythology, but that 
for most Japanese it was real. 

“Our soldiers,” he said, “believe that we cannot be con- 
quered. They believe, what they are told, that the Sun God- 
dess will always win victories for them. I have studied at 
the University about your country and about the other West- 
ern countries. I know how weak we are compared to you. I 
know that without your tolerance and help our Goddess 
would not be very useful. But out peasant-soldiers, they do 
not know this. They are taught that they can make the enemy 
fall down before them, just like the Emperor m the legend — 
by waving the Sword of the Sun Goddess. So they go against 
overwhelming odds, not knowing that they are overwhelm- 
ing. But those of us who know, we fear for the future of our 
country.” 
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“The General” had seemed to me the missing-link be- 
tween feudal and modern Japan. Wishing to clarify further 
the ideas that the evening had crystallized for me, on the day 
following my meeting with the General I went on a pil- 
grimage to Shiba Park, where the Tokugawa Shoguns are 
enshrined. These Shoguns were the military dictators who 
ruled Japan for almost two hundred and fifty years immedi- 
ately before Perry, the Military who are said to exemplify 
the modern aggressive Japanese. I found the tomb of lenari, 
Eleventh Shogun, who had reigned from 1786 to 18385 and 
looking at his tomb, asked aloud who in all the world had 
ever heard of him. 

This was not an irrelevant pilgrimage, or an unimportant 
question. Ours was an age in which modern warrior-dictators 
were becoming increasingly powerful 5 and aggressive nations 
increasingly belligerent. In such an age, it was necessary to 
know what was meant by aggression 5 and, if possible, what 
made people aggressive. The explanation that certain peoples 
were aggressive by nature, and so bound recurrently to com- 
mit aggression against their neighbors, was not satisfactory. 
It was not satisfactory, because it was so easy — so readily ac- 
cepted that it made further thought about the matter unnec- 
essary. If it happened also to be demonstrably false, it must 
also be considered actually harmful. 

In the case of Japan and the Japanese people, it coxdd be 
demonstrated to be a false explanation. For who in the world 
had ever heard of the military dictator, lenari Tokugawa? 
The answer, obviously, was nobody, except a handful of 
Oriental specialists. The significance of the question was 



SWORD OF THE GODDESS 


323 

clear enough the minute you thought of the same approxi- 
mate period in Europe. There was at that time also a mili- 
tary dictator ruling in France — ^and who in the world had 
not heard of Napoleon? Napoleon could with some justice be 
called an aggressive leader of aggressive and genuine armies. 
He had led his soldiers from the Baltic Sea to the Mediter- 
ranean} had unseated the monarchs of half Europe} had 
jostled the Ottoman Empire} had taken Moscow. What had 
lenari done? Nothing. He had ruled — or his advisors had 
ruled for him — over an “Empire” that consisted of three 
small islands, for the northernmost was not “pacified” until 
after the Western nations had brought Japan the machine 
age. If the word “aggression” meant “unprovoked encroach- 
ment, invasion, onslaught,” you could clearly not apply the 
terra to lenari or to the other “military dictators” of his 
house who had held the controls of the central government 
for two and a half centuries. For they had not only not ad- 
vanced against their neighbors, they had not even traded with 
them. Tokugawa Japan was not only not aggressive, it was 
deliberately static. Nor was this true only of this particular 
age. Throughout the long history of Japan, ruled largely by 
military dictators, the aggressive moves abroad occurred only 
in the fourth and sixteenth centuries. And these expeditions 
were brief and fruitless. 

It was one of the greatest ironies of Japanese relations with 
the West, that samurai was one of the few words of their 
language generally known outside Japan} was, in fact, a word 
that had been taken over by American journalists who used 
it when they wished to refer to ruthless aggression. It was 
ironic because the samurai of Tokugawa Japan was not a 
fighting-man, but only a symbol for one. He was not a fight- 
ing-man, because there was no one to fight. The Tokugawa 
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Shoguns, who closed the door of Japan agdnst the outside 
world, also closed doors within the small islands, closed 
them so tightly with every conceivable sort of restriction — of 
economic dependence, of class, of geography, of ritual eti- 
quette, of prescribed duties — ^that just when the samurai as a 
distinct caste came into existence, they ceased to have any 
function except the literary function of standing for a body 
of warriors. 

The caste had been established in the period immediately 
preceding the Tokugawa Era, not for the purpose of aggres- 
sive activities, but to make aggressive activities impossible. 
The creating of the samurai caste was part of a campaign for 
disarming the peasants. “See,” the great Hideyoshi said in 
effect, “you do not need weapons any longer, because my 
professional soldiers will protect you.” The peasants were 
thereupon disarmed — forbidden to own weapons — and the 
sword became a badge of privilege, an insignia of rank. 
There was no other use for them and they soon became more 
notable for the decoration of their scabbards than the keen- 
ness of the blades. And, in fact, there was nothing to whet 
these blades on, save the heads of unarmed commoners. The 
samurais’ only battles were street brawls, or duels — and these 
seem to have been a kind of formal gymnastics, rather than a 
serious attempt to do injury, I had seen demonstrations of 
these disciplines — ^fencing and wrestling — and they had re- 
sembled a ballet far more than a combat. 

The idea that the samurai was an aggressive warrior seems 
to have risen in the attempt of Western scholars to find 
Western equivalents for Japanese institutions. Since the 
Tokugawa Era had a form of organization which could be 
called “feudal,” and since the samurai were a class of heredi- 
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tary warriors, the Westerner at once srid, “Knight,” and 
thought of the Crusades. The European feudal knights re- 
sembled the nineteenth-century samurai in their literary pre- 
occupation with the exaggerated theatrical play-acting of 
chivalry. They differed, however, in the very important point 
of being, despite their play-acting, actual soldiers j soldiers 
who managed to cross a vast continent to attempt to wrest the 
Holy Places from the infidel. For the European knight, the 
play-acting was only part of their profession. For the Japa- 
nese samurai, it was everything. They not only did not go to 
far places on crusades j they did not go an37where. To keep 
them occupied, their lords bound them by the samurai-code 
called Bushido, “The Way of the Warrior,” an incredible 
tangle of prescribed duties, complicated by fantastic excesses 
of meticulous hair-splitting etiquette that turned life into an 
elaborate theatrical performance. And so important was this 
ritual etiquette that failure in some minute point of shukan 
could be expiated only by hatrakm, a ritualistic suicide, in 
itself a stylized theatrical performance, with gestures and 
costumes minutely prescribed. The samurais’ education was 
mythology and character-building. Their virtues were the 
virtues of the Japanese Way — ^frugality, loyalty, obedience. 
Having no occupation, except to suppress an occasional out- 
break of unarmed peasants, they were kept busy by the 
minutiae of their time-absorbing ritual etiquette j and their 
escapist rituals of Tea and Flowers. By such activities, by 
making the trivial seem important, they compensated for 
having nothing to do, and nothing to do it with. 

As the eighteenth century became the nineteenth, and their 
rituals became increasingly complicated and elaborate, the 
samurai became finally a sort of character in a morality play 
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— ^Frugality, Loyalty, Duty, personified. Their battles were 
sham battles. They could pretend to be invincible warriors, 
for they were never put to a test. 

The connection between such fanciful warriors and the 
modern peasant army at first seemed impossible to find. The 
connection, however, was there. It was the Japanese Way; 
mythology, make-believe, and character-building. The mod- 
em Japanese insofar as he was a good soldier, was so not 
because he was aggressive, but because he was obedient and 
frugal and had faith in the power of his mythology. The 
mind of the modern peasant-soldier was conditioned by 
every factor in his life and education to believe in the same 
myths and the same virtues on which the feudal warriors 
had been molded: loyalty to superior, loyalty to the Tenno, 
and faith that the Sun Caoddess, who could make his crops 
grow, could also — ^with her Sacred Sword — destroy his 
enemies. 

I had seen the modem soldiers, in companies, standing be- 
fore the Palace of the Divine Emperor, bowed in worship j 
I had seen the primers which they had read as little boys, 
instructing them in the m3^ological exploits of legendary 
Emperors who had won battles by waving sacred swords; 
and I had seen pronouncements of their Military Education 
Bureau, prepared by men like The General, assuring them 
that with the help of the Divine Goddess they were invin- 
cible. Such mythology was taught them daily throughout 
their lives. They were lectured incessantly during their 
school-days, during their army service, after their service in 
their reserve organizations. No dangerous thoughts could get 
by this barrage to tell them of the real world with which 
Japan today must deal. The peasant-soldiers of the Great- 
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Nation Japan were living in two worlds — ^their bodies were 
in the twentieth century, but their minds were still in the 
Age of Gods. 

The Japanese unblushingly referred to “The Founding of 
the Empire” and dated it back a, 600 years. This “Empire” 
existed only in the imagination of the Japanese. It was a 
mythological entity of the same order as the Sun Goddess, for 
the Japanese controlled no territory outside their own small 
islands until the Western world brought them the machine 
age. The Before-Perry “Empire” was a myth. The Before- 
Perry samurai, as a genuine soldier, was a myth. Aggressive 
Japan was wholly a creation of the twentieth century. The 
Divine Mission, to create a Pan-Asia, was strictly machine- 
made. The causes for Japan’s modern aggression were to be 
found in the complex of factors, both national and interna- 
tional, that had come to Japan when the machine age ener- 
gized her languid people, and broke down her individual and 
national security by destroying her Way, by making her de- 
pendent on other nations, and by making isolation impossible. 
The causes were political, economic and psychological, but of 
these the psychological were perhaps the most important, 
since it was the insecurity, the fear, the frustrated pride of 
race, that, welded into a passionate nationalism, was the dy- 
namic for aggression. 

Caught in the flood of forces that swept over them in the 
late ni n eteenth century, the Japanese had ridden the waves. 
Their strokes were beconaing more frantic. Bolstering their 
morale by repeating their fairy-tales 5 hypnotizing them- 
selves by saying over and over, “Our Empire since 660 b.c. 
— Our line of Divine Emperors who have ruled since time 
immemorial — Our Bushido — Our Nippon Spirit — Our Sam- 
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urd — Our invincibility — Our Sun Goddess” — ^the modern 
armies o£ Japan, their heads full of mythology, and their 
sacred swords replaced by bombing planes and machine-guns 
supplied by the Western Powers, had gone against actual foes 
as though they were stUl the imaginary enemies the samurai 
fought in feudal Japan. And the real foes, like the evil deities 
of Kumano, frightened by the legend, largely invented by 
Westerners, had gone down before the modern samurai as 
the evil ddties of Kumano had gone down before the Sacred 
Sword. The Japanese armies were told they were invincible. 
And they could seem to be, since they had never been put to 
a serious test. 

Japan was a disturbing proof that the dream is more 
powerful than reason. For no reasonable people in Japan’s 
position would have risked the Manchurian Incident. The 
panic of the Westernized business men was proof enough that 
those Japanese who had made a transition into the twentieth 
century were aware of the fantasy behind Japan’s Divine 
Mission. Yet the Kwantung Army continued to encroach 
steadily against vast China — and the Japanese Military with 
no resources behind them could threaten the world with their 
plan for a Pan-Asia, to liberate the “colored colonials” every- 
where. 

The possibilities for chaos in this situation were so great 
that the American, standing before the tomb of this unknown 
dictator, was appalled. One thing was sure. Now that the 
machine age had made isolation impossible for any nation} 
now that the machine age made the mildest of men as dan- 
gerous as the most aggressive} now that the machine age 
could turn self-sufficient agricultural people into dependent, 
exporting people} now that the machine age could create in- 
dividual and national insecurity that could become passionate 
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aggressive nationalism — it was essential, i£ the world were 
not simply to be given over to chaos, that all people every- 
where try to understand the problems of all people, try to 
work for an international order. An order in which national 
insecurity would be replaced by international co-operation} 
an order in which all people were equal, regardless of race, 
color, or previous condition of dependence} an order which 
would destroy the Japanese racial propaganda, by destroying 
the conditions on which it was based. 

5 

To dramatize these findings, and to suggest again how im- 
portant Japanese mythology might be to the world at large, 
my next day’s newspaper published a new Imperial Rescript. 
The Emperor had announced a special national holiday to 
honor the Sacred Sword of the Sun Goddess. This Sword, 
given by the Goddess to her descendants-on-earth to help 
them conquer and maintain their “Empire,” was one of the 
“Three Sacred Treasures” of the nation. These treasures — 
the Jewels, the Mirror, and the Sword, ail gifts from the 
Sun Goddess — ^were enshrined and worshiped as a routine 
of Shinto ritual. Now the Sword, called Kasamgmo Tsmugi, 
was to be transferred to a new shrine and this event was to 
be solemnly honored by the Emperor and the nation. 

Making inqmries, I learned that although the renewal of 
shrines is an important part of Shinto ritual, the very im- 
portant Atsuta Shrine — ^where the Sacred Sword was kept — 
had not been renewed for over forty years. More significant, 
it had last been renewed in 1893, shortly before the Sino- 
Japanese War. That renewal had been a symbolic prq)aration 
for war} a rounder to the people that the Sword of the 
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Goddess made them invincible. Now again the Emperor 
seemed to be telling his people to be of courage for the Sword 
of their Goddess would disperse their enemies “like so much 
corn cut by the reaper.” 

The very name of the Sword suggested how powerful a 
hold this mythology might have on an agricultural, nature- 
worshiping people 5 how strong a hold on the minds of 
peasant-soldiers. “The Herb-Quelling Sword, the Grass- 
Mowing Sword!” How strong a reminder this was that their 
Goddess was all-powerful. The deity who protected the peas- 
ants’ crops from the unfriendly nature spirits was also the 
deity who protected the peasant-soldier’s life from his ene- 
mies. The Sword of the Goddess by this spedal ceremonial, 
was now the symbol of unity for the nation. 

Reading the newspaper in which this Rescript was an- 
nounced, I was constantly reminded of the accounts of Japan’s 
international crisis given me by Mr. Sato and Mr. Toko. The 
tensions that had been accumulating throughout the years 
seemed about to come to some sort of climax. Another naval 
conference was to be held in London in the winter, at which 
Japanese demands for naval parity were to be reconsidered. 
An English statesman had commented sharply on Japan’s 
activities in North China. In China, the governors of the 
North China provinces were making cautious announcements 
about the desirability of their autonomy from Nanking, and 
the need to co-operate with Japan. The Kuomintang — ^the na- 
tional party of China— was about to hold a Congress at which 
the pro- and anti-Japanese elements were to decide whether 
or not the Japanese advances in North China should be 
stopped, and under whose leadership. The British financial 
expert Sir Frederick Leith-Ross was conferring with mem- 
bers of the Nanking Government, with Chinese bankers, his 
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activities eyed with the gravest suspicion by Japanese Gen- 
erals who were dashing back and forth across China utter- 
ing statements of affection for the Chinese, and their “Divine 
Mission to bring happiness to all the world.” 

Early in the year. War Minister Hyashi had given out the 
warning: “The crisis is now, and is also in the future.” Was 
the special celebration of the Sacred Sword a final reminder 
that the climax of the crisis was imminent? A climax that 
might decide whether Japan’s mythological Empire could 
become real, or whether it must dissolve against the hard 
facts of their economic and psychological vulnerability. 



IX 


GOODBYE, 

AKIKO 




It was late December. Along the chilly streets hurried the 
matrons about their shopping. They had wrapped scarves of 
purple woolen about their throats, had pulled heavy haori 
over their layers of winter kimono, turning themselves into 
turtles that walked on their hind legs, bending slightly for- 
ward under the weight which they bore on their backs. 
Gentlemen of fashion wore the skins of red foxes around 
their necks, over their kimono. Masks of black or white 
gauze were protecting a million noses from the cold. For a 
few months, Tokyo would be blanketed under dark, clumsy, 
protective layers, picturesqueness defeated by winter. 

The Mitsukoshi de^ato had been celebrating Christmas 

332 



GOODBYE. AKIKO 333 

for weeks. In the rotunda of this department store, modeled 
after Wanamakers, a gigantic pine tree made a friendly 
haven for both Christian and pagan gods. On its branches, the 
Virgin Mary, modeled in painted clay, was a neighbor to 
the Sun Goddess, frail and diaphanous in silvery paper. Santa 
Claus and the pot-bellied badger swung side by side among 
the multicolored glass balls, the sheaves of cellophane and 
tiny electric bulbs j while from the balcony above came the 
deep rumble of an organ playing “Holy Night.” 

In our household, we had preoccupations other than Christ- 
mas. Dee had received a commission from a British journal 
for a series of articles on China, and she was momentarily 
expecting the completion of the arrangements that would 
take her to Nanking for several months. I, too, was soon to 
leave Japan, and there was the final flurry of tying up loose 
ends, and finding a passage home. This last was not a simple 
problem, for Yokohama was becoming a backwater as the 
tide of commerce swept toward Kobe, and except for Japa- 
nese ships crossing the Pacific, or an occasional round-the- 
world-cruise liner — neither of which suited me — ^passage was 
difiicult to arrange from Tokyo. Our problems, however, 
seemed frivolous in the face of those involving our Japanese 
friends. 

For Akiko, life was turning another spiral. Ino, her hus- 
band, had at last been brought to trial. He had stood before 
the judges and had answered questions which probed his 
attitude toward the Way of the Gods. During his two years 
of imprisonment, his “dangerous thoughts” had been dis- 
solved and filtered away by the chemistry of isolation and 
social disapproval} and the surface of his mind gave ba(i a 
clear and unruffled reflection of a divine land under divine 
direction, as though the Sun Goddess, as she leaned down to 
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inspect her Sacred Islands, obliterated everything except the 
image of her own mysterious features. The judges had been 
satisfied. Now tomorrow, or next week, or next month — Ino 
would be released. Akiko was to become once more a Japa- 
nese wife. 

It was necessary for her to plan for this event. Where 
should she take her husband, pale and apathetic from two 
years of suspense and isolation? There was the financial prob- 
lem, for she had saved but little from her wages j there was 
also the problem of satisfying the police. Dee had suggested 
that Ino come to us; the house was large enough so that our 
two families could be independent as long as Dee and I were 
there, and soon both of us would be gone. It seemed an ideal 
arrangement, for Dee was keeping the house and expected to 
return to Japan; meanwhile her absence in China would give 
the young couple a breathing-spell for readjustment. The 
police, however, objected. It was not into a home of foreign- 
ers that a discharged Communist would be released. Akiko 
was still seeking a solution, although whatever she decided 
was subject to veto. In the end, the police would probably 
recommend the procedure. In the meantime, she must go 
here and there throughout the city, finding small rooms 
where they could set up housekeeping. She could perhaps 
keep her job mth Dee when she returned from China; that 
would give them a financial base until her husband found 
work— though perhaps Ino would not permit his wife to 
serve in a foreigner’s home. 

Her suggestions and plans were all tentative and uncertain. 
Ours, for a time, were no more positive, either for her or for 
ourselves. Our Japanese friends all said that this was no time 
to leave Japan, urging us to remain, while offering us in- 
creasingly elaborate farewell entertainment. Without excep- 
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tion, they offered me a home during Dee’s absence, suggest- 
ing that if I were tired of Japan, it was because I was tired 
of Tokyo. If I would stay with them, in some one of their 
suburban homes, perhaps I would see it with fresh eyes. 
Keeping house, they suggested, was difScult for foreigners. 
And with Akiko gone . . . Having urged this, having 
dropped in day after day to discuss arrangements — ^what could 
be done about breakfast, wordd a Japanese breakfast satisfy 
me, or would I have to have tosuto and kohi? Would I 
sleep on a Japanese mattress, or would I bring my own cot? 
— dilEculties began to arise ... It would be interesting to 
have a foreign guest, but how complicated! Foreigners were 
hard to satisfy. They were likely to be uncomfortable and 
cold, were likely to want meat and milk, bread and butter — 
inconvenient, expensive things. There were more serious ob- 
jections. 

No individual was entirely free of the uncomfortable 
knowledge that, to the rulers of the country, every foreigner 
was a symbol of an unfriendly world. The papers kept the 
people informed of the insulting attitude of the Western 
nations at the current naval conference. The radios vibrated 
with reminders that the Western peoples considered the Japa- 
nese an inferior race. Hardly a group of pilgrims to a national 
shrine but was addressed by an officer in uniform or some 
respected great man, who told them of the crisis in which 
their country found itself. Mr. Muro, who came to us to 
practice the English he taught at school, found himself faced 
with the probable loss of his job as the program against the 
teaching of foreign languages spread. The genuine friendli- 
ness which individual felt for individual was distorted by the 
realization that such friendliness was now suspect. Into the 
most casual gathering was injected the element of nervous- 
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ness, so that the hiss and ^ggle of embarrassment seemed the 
predominant music of this winter. The embarrassment of an 
instinctively hospitable and friendly people whose hospitality 
might be misconstrued by the police. The interest in Tea 
Ceremony and Flower Arrangement was becoming an ob- 
session. Japanese culture was the one safe topic — ^the only 
legitimate tie between East and West. 

Japan was in a “State of Crisis,” and no one was allowed 
to forget it. The events — ^both national and international — 
that were causing the crisis went on beyond the circle of the 
average man’s daily activities. He knew what could be read 
in the newspapers, what he was told over the radio. The 
hysteria, generated by the government, was experienced 
largely by the government. Yet the backwash was apparent 
in the general state of nerves, in the undercurrents that 
seemed to attend the simplest and least significant gathering, 
in the knowledge that so much insistence on a crisis must 
eventually produce one. 

It seemed evident that I was leaving Japan with a climax 
approaching. I wanted to go, yet at the same time I felt 
guilty to be leaving my Japanese friends in a situation so pre- 
carious — ^if it were as precarious as the tension suggested. 
Still, what could I do, even if I stayed, to help any of them? 
It was obvious enough that a foreign friend was a liability, 
rather than an asset. So while our friends urged us to stay, 
and gave us farewell parties, I continued to look for passage 
on a freighter that would take me home the way I wanted to 
go, by way of the Philippines, the Dutch East Indies, and 
Malaya . . . toward those scattered parts of the world 
where were congregated many of the “colored colonials” 
whose freedom was Japan’s “Divine Mission.” 

Of our friends, it was, of course, Akiko whom I was most 
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concerned about. Not only because her situation seenaed so 
almost hopeless, but because I had become so firmly attached 
to her as a friend, what happened to her was personally im- 
portant. We had spent a great deal of time together, and had, 
as well as we were able, exchanged information and attitudes 
about our two countries and our own personal experiences 
and feelings j and during these months I had seen her shy- 
ness gradually become companionship ; her habits of courtesy- 
assent to any statement change into an un-Japanese habit of 
challenging question or discussion. When we were alone, 
Akiko was our companion and friend. In our household we 
ignored all formality, and Akiko had got into the same easy 
way, and with us omitted all etiquette, except, of course, the 
politenesses that are the universal custom. She had even fallen 
into the habit of sometimes burlesquing the extreme Japa- 
nese formality, and would occasionally amuse us by mimick- 
ing a very proper young matron paying a formal call — show- 
ing us how she must enter a roomj how she must place her 
hands as she bowed — aU this with a wicked twinkle of sup- 
pressed mirth in her eyes, and an exaggeration of gesture 
that was very comic. At such times Akiko seemed quite Amer- 
ican, and it was only afterward, when some Japanese occa- 
sion would make her stiffen into courtesy formality, that I 
would feel guilt at what our influence might, later on, mean 
for her. For Akiko would some day return to the Japanese 
system, for which her life with us might completely dis- 
qualify her, as Chiyo’s life in England had made her an alien 
in her own land. 

Akiko, however, gave no outward sign that this was so. 
Her informality and new freedom were part of her only 
when we were alone. She seemed to move from one life 
to the other reflesively, without consdous thought. When we 
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had Japanese guests, she was completely Japanese. She per- 
formed the correct etiquette, and then retired to her room or 
the kitchen, not because she was a kind of servant in our 
home (for, of course, she was our friend and companion, 
rather than a servant), but because she was a Japanese woman, 
and the Way for woman was effacement. We could scarcely 
ever persuade her to come to the table when we had Japa- 
nese gentlemen as guests — even when they were intimate 
friends of her husband — ^as Nobu and Sato, for instance. On 
the few occasions that I had insisted, she sat in silent flushing 
embarrassment, really uncomfortable. The gentlemen, more- 
over, except for the courtesy greeting, always ignored her. 
Akiko was a college graduate, a student who could translate 
English books into Japanese— yet even Mr. Sato, whose long 
years in America had made him seem so like an American, 
never included her in our discussions, and when I occasion- 
ally attempted to, by asking her opinion, was openly impa- 
tient, as Akiko was uncomfortable. 

Being fond of Akiko, I was concerned for what her rela- 
tionship with us might mean for her, and this was a problem 
most difficult to answer. There was always the danger of 
judging Japanese reactions from an American point of view, 
of assuming that because an American found certain habits 
of living uncomfortable, the Japanese must also find them 
untomfortablej of assuming that because an American found 
certain customs and restrictions intolerable, they were intoler- 
able also to the Japanese. I had by now learned this lesson — 
that the Japanese civilization was as satisfactory to the aver- 
age Japanese as the American was satisfactory to the average 
American. I had been taught ly our friends and guests that 
they preferred to sit on the matsj that they preferred cold 
rice for lunch j and I had been taught by the textile workers 
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and the innumerable other Japanese women I had met under 
different conditions that the average woman preferred the 
Family System of regulating the relations between the sexes, 
if only for the reason that it was the system approved by 
their society. For a Japanese woman to choose her own hus- 
band, or even to go about freely or to converse freely with 
a man not her husband, was the equivalent of an American 
woman’s living with a man without marriage. It was the 
exceptional woman in either system who would risk the social 
consequences of such radical behavior. And as it was pos- 
sible, in America, for a conventional woman to be swept off 
her feet by circumstances into this particular sort of uncon- 
ventionality, and except for this rebellion, remain conven- 
tional in her ideas and feelings — so it had been possible for 
Akiko to have made a really serious break with her society 
without any consciousness of rebellion against the Way of 
her country. 

At least, if she felt rebellion, she did not show it. Her in- 
terest in the lives of American women seemed to be curiosity, 
rather than envy. She marveled at our activities, but the idea 
of emulating them seemed not to occur to her — ^not only be- 
cause it would be economically impossible for her to have our 
freedom, but because it would be psycholo^cally impossible, 
for freedom implied insecurity and individual adventure- 
someness for which she had no background. Yet, in her own 
life, she was facing with equanimity problems that might 
well have made any woman panic-stricken. She must go on 
a round of police interviews, of visits to her husband in jail, 
preparing for a precarious future, knowing that she must 
soon give up her semi-freedom with us, to return to the full 
controls of the Japanese Way. She behaved with the utmost 
poise and dignity. Meticulously dressed, beautifully con- 
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trolled, she moved between the two dissimilar worlds of her 
life, doing what must be done with such imperturbable quiet- 
ness that, had I not known better, I should have said that she 
merely had no awareness of her plight, nor any feelings to 
express. 

But I did know better — ^there were dozens of small signs 
to tell me when Akiko was hiding some deep emotional ten- 
sion. And it was at such times that I thought I understood 
both the advantage and the danger of the Japanese Way of 
discipline by the conditioned reflex. The advantage was that 
in her relations with Japanese her behavior was automatic. 
Since the police represented authority, they were superiors, 
and although the specific relation had not been foreseen in 
Akiko’s education, the proper reflexes were there, and the 
accustomed forms made a support for her inner uncertainty, 
as the steel brace at her back, supporting the mass of her bro- 
cade oU, stiffened her posture. These controls, learned in 
youth, made for great outward order in human relations. The 
danger was that in so bottling up emotion — ^with the usual 
safety-valve, of anger, hysterics, and so on, forbidden — ^the 
outbreak would be proportionately more violent when the 
emotion became uncontrollable. The point of violence for 
Akiko, however, seemed very distant, 

Akiko usually showed emotional stress by some forgetful- 
ness of custom, or by some over-elaboration of custom. At 
ease, she was animated and her face expressive. Under emo- 
tion, her face became merely a mask of meaningless mirth. 
Her courtesy smile was as unlike her genuine mirth as her 
most formal bow was unlike the semi-humorous salute she 
always gave us as a breakfast greeting. Onl7 once in all the 
time I knew her did she give open evidence that she was 
pressed, emotionally, close to the breaking-point. 
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This incident occurred just before our household was being 
finally broken up. Our plans had worked out at last. I was to 
sail from Kobe — ^home by way of the South Seas — and Dee, a 
few days later, was to cross to China. Nobu having heard of 
our final preparations had come rushing in to invite us to a 
farewell entertainment. He was in a state of considerable 
excitement, for he had just heard the news that Ino might 
soon be released from prison. Because of this double occasion 
for celebration, he had decided to give a dinner-party which 
would say farewell to us, since we must go, and honor Ino 
simultaneously. Ino, of course, could not attend, since he was 
still in jail. But because this was a very special occasion, 
Akiko should attend the party, and represent her husband. 
Chiyo would be invited also — and Tama’s husband and 
Tama — a Western-style dinner-party, with both men and 
women, held at his favorite Chinese restaurant. 

We were to meet at the restaurant at 6:30. Dee and I 
were huddled around the hibachi waiting for Akiko, who 
had gone that afternoon to the prison on her bi-monthly 
visit to her husband. The jail was some distance away— a 
long ride on a dozen trolleys — and Akiko had gone out 
with her ferwshiki of clean clothes for Ino. She was looking 
prim and cold in her most formal kimono, the little chignon 
piimed to the back of her head, her face set in an unusually 
Japanese grimace. She dreaded these excursions, I knew. 
She had told me of waiting in a squalid anteroom some- 
times for hours before she received permission to go in. All 
about her were poor people, ragged people, diseased people 
— ^people in distress of the sort she seldom saw. They made 
her unhappy, and they made her uncomfortable. It was a 
terrible thing to be sitting among the outcasts and crimi- 
nals and beggars. 
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Today Akiko was unusually late in returning. It was well 
after six when we heard the door pushed back violently 
with no phrase of greeting, and she rushed in and stood 
leaning against the door frame graceless with emotion. 

“What’s the matter, Akiko.?” Dee asked. 

We were kneeling on the mats to be near the heat. 
Akiko, however, chose a chair and sat in it, slouching. The 
chair and the slouch were a defiance. Her small chapped 
hands lay with the weight of habit quiedy on her lap, but 
her words came out in a torrent. 

When she had reached the jail, she had seen that other 
woman friend of her husband leaving. She had been to see 
Akiko’s husband! “How dare she do such a thing!” Akiko 
had been kept waiting a long time, she, the wife, was kept 
waiting, since two visitors in an afternoon were forbidden. 
At last, since Ino was to leave so soon, the authorities had 
waived the rule. She had dared to question Ino. He ad- 
mitted that the other woman had been to see him — ^had 
often been to see him. He had accepted presents from her. 
The pressure of Akiko’s tension seemed to fill the room 
with an oppressive weight. She leaned forward to us. 
“You,” she said, “you are Western women. Give me advice 
then. Do you think I am justified in taking him by the ki- 
mono collar and shaking him just a little?” 

That was the gesture permitted by custom to the injured 
wife when she felt wronged beyond endurance. Did we feel 
that she had been sufficiently wronged to permit this un- 
dignified and un-Japanese display of emotion? 

Looking at Akiko, for once almost ready to burst through 
the restraint of perfect self-control, I found myself remem- 
bering the throngs of people, all over Japan, who could be 
found daily and almost hourly, bowing in a group before 
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some national shrine. Now, I thought I understood some- 
thing that had puzzled me often — ^the feeling of electric 
tension that seemed to flow in waves from the bowed, silent 
people. Especially was this true on any occasion of national 
celebration, of the vast throngs bowing before the Imperial 
Palace, or the Yasakuni Shrine where the spirits of soldiers 
killed in battle were venerated. It occurred to me now that 
these moments of communal worship of some national sym- 
bol made the only legitimate release of emotion permitted 
under the Japanese Way. In Japan the love of country, 
either as a nature-worship or patriotism, was the only emo- 
tion that custom allowed the individual to express. And so 
in the million genuflections of a million bodies before some 
recognized symbol was released the tension of a million pri- 
vate emotions too long repressed, too studiously denied. A 
problem for the future, not only of Japan, but for the 
world, was concerned with what might happen if circum- 
stances ever brought about a lowering of the controls, and 
if this dammed-up emotion were ever released on a flood 
of fear and national insecurity. 




EPILOGUE 




The Kobe Express, rushing me away from Tokyo, toward 
the ocean, away from Japan, seemed in its flight to be try- 
ing to pronounce the last word on Japan’s crisis. Tokyo to 
Kobe was, today, twelve hours by train, or scarcely an hour 
by air — a trip of the utmost simplicity. Yet, less than fifty 
years ago, it was a journey of weeks, a difiicult excursion. 
The sprawling cities of Tokyo and Osaka, still separated by 
seas of rice, might tomorrow thrust out their industrialized 
tentacles further and further, until the land, with its agri- 
cultural pageantry, its fox gods and its conununal ties, 
would be buried under the crowding small shacks of indus- 
trial workers, and the two become one. A view of the ^rld 
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from this newest of the Great Powers dramatized the fact 
that Japan’s crisis was part of a world crisis that was part 
of a revolution in time and space caused by the machine age. 

The Oriental mind has always known that the conception 
of time and space as inelastic and arbitrary measurements is 
merely the illusion of man seeking for an ordered universe. 
The machine age has demonstrated the truth and terror of 
this proposition. Journeys that formerly took months can 
now be accomplished in as many weeks, cities that were 
separated by days can be bridged in hours or minutes. Rail- 
ways, motor cars, motor ships, airplanes, drawing the world 
together, telescoping time and space like the convulsions of 
some gigantic accordion. 

The movement of the Kobe Express, contracting the 
miles from Tokyo to the southern coast, was part of that 
greater movement of Time — ^that, released from bondage 
by the machine, has rushed over the world uprooting the 
old, increasing its momentum almost daily, until the new 
is old almost as it is born. What was it the Red Queen 
said to Alice: “Faster, faster, it takes all the running you 
can do to keep in the same place”? Today the dream be- 
comes the reality in a world which in the furious speeding 
up throws men and nations helter-skelter on top of each 
other, in panic, clawing and striking, caught in the inexorable 
maelstrom of Time out of control. 

It is rushing past us now, contracting space by the fric- 
tion of its movement, uprooting the paddy-fields, s m ashing 
the small shrines, ripping off the Idmono. The machines 
race. . . . Today the cogs still catch. . . . Tomorrow? 


THE END 
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